March 
2 00  8 


B M i I d t a >5 
The  W;f:;s:::'TeTii 
Qti  d k e r 

Community 

Since  i 929 


S3.;> ' 


Journeys  of  the  ^^\nt 


Friends  Bulletin 

The  official  publication  of  Pacific, 
North  Pacific  and  Intermountain 
Yearly  Meetings  of  the 
Religious  Society  of  Friends  (Quakers) 

( Opinions  expressed  are  those 
of  the  authors, 

not  necessarily  of  the  Yearly  Meetings.) 

Anthony  Manousos,  Editor 
3223  Danaha  St 
Torrance,  CA  90505 
310-325-3581 

E-mail:  FriendsBuUetin@aol.com 
www.westernquaker.net 

Corresponding  Editors 

Jean  Triol  (Montana  Gathering  of 
Friends) 

Joe  Morris,  Santa  Monica,  CA, 

Meeting  (PYM) 


Board  of  Directors 

Stephen  Matchett,  San  Francisco,  CA, 
Meeting  (PYM),  Clerk 
Tom  Vaughan,  Durango,  CO,  Meeting 
(IMYM),  Treasurer 
Sandy  Farley,  Palo  Alto,  CA  Meeting 
(PYM),  Recording  Clerk 
Polly  Kmetz,  Phoenix,  AZ,  Meeting 
(IMYM) 

Jean  Triol,  KalispeU,  MT,  Worship 
Group  (NPYM) 

Rob  Roy  Woodman,  Davis  (CA), 
Meeting  (PYM) 

Jessica  Bucciarelli,  Bridge  City 

Meeting,  Portland,  OR  (NPYM) 
Peter  Anderson,  Durango,  CO, 
Meeting  (IMYM) 


Friends  Bulletin  (USPS  859-220)  is 
published  monthly  except  February  and 
August  by  the  Friends  BuUetin  Corporation 
of  the  Religious  Society  of  Friends  at  3223 
Danaha  St,  Torrance,  CA  90505.  Phone: 
310-325-3581.  Periodicals  postage  paid  at 
Whittier,  CA  90601-2222. 

Subscription  Rates:  S28  per  year  for 
individuals.  $21  per  year  for  group 
subscriptions  through  your  local  Friends 
meeting.  $18  introductory  rate.  Check  with 
editor  for  a student  or  low-income 
subscription.  First  class  postage  $10 
additional.  Foreign  postage  varies.  Individual 
copies:  13.95  each. 

Postmaster;  Send  address  changes  to: 
Friends  BuUetin,  3223  Danaha  St, 

Torrance,  CA  90505. 


Walking  in  the  Light... 


f\  spiritual  journey  is  not  a stroll  in  the  park.  George  Fox,  the  peripatetic 
X "^founder  of  (^akerism,  wandered  for  many  years  throughout  England — home- 
less, often  hungry,  through  all  kinds  of  miserable  weather — seeking  the  Truth. 
Ironically,  Fox  found  what  he  was  seeking  by  sitting  still  and  discovering  that  the 
Truth  is  within  us. 

Today  Friends  continue  to  make  long  journeys  on  foot  not  so  much  to  seek  as 
to  testify  to  the  Truth,  as  they  understand  it.  Ruah  Swennerfelt  and  Louis  Cox  are 
walking  from  Vancouver,  British  Columbia,  to  San  Diego,  Cahfornia,  to  witness  to 
their  environmental  concerns  (see  p.  8).  Brandon  Wilson,  a Friend  from  Hawaii, 
walked  from  France  to  Jerusalem,  following  the  trail  of  the  Knights  Templar.  His 
mission,  unlike  theirs,  was  to  advocate  for  peace  (see  p.  12) . As  I write  this,  Rolene 
Walker  is  embarking  on  a walk  from  San  Diego,  California,  to  Santiago,  Chile,  to 
raise  up  concerns  about  the  environment  and  to  reach  out  to  the  people  of  Latin 
America. 

Joe  Franko,  clerk  of  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting,  has  also  undertaken  long  treks  for 
the  Truth.  Several  years  ago,  after  the  US  invaded  Afghanistan  and  caused  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  to  flee  their  country,  Joe  went  to  Pakistan  with  Edith  Cole  to 
see  what  they  could  do  to  help  these  unfortunate  refugees.  Way  opened  for  them 
to  help  found  a school  for  Afghan  girls  in  a refugee  camp. 

In  this  issue  Joe  describes  an  even  more  remarkable  journey,  his  spiritual  jour- 
ney to  Christ.  He  confesses: 

I write  this  with  some  trepidation.  It  will  be  another  coming  out  story  for  me. 

Forty  years  ago  I came  out  as  gay.  This  is  my  coming  out  story  as  a Christian. 

I’m  not  sure  which  has  been  a more  difficult  road. 


“Coming  out  as  a Christian”  can  indeed  be  difficult  in  liberal  Quaker  circles 
because  Christianity  has  become  associated  with  gay  bashing,  militarism,  and 
opposition  to  abortion.  Liberal  Friends  who  admit  to  being  Christian  usually  do 
so  quietly,  almost  apologetically.  But  Joe,  like  Thomas  Kelly  and  early  Friends,  is 
passionate  about  Christ,  just  as  he  is  passionate  about  peace  and  justice  and  the 
people  he  loves.  Joe  speaks  from  the  heart  and  takes  us  on  a journey  of  faith  that  is 
both  heart-rending  and  hopeful. 

A journey  of  faith  is  ultimately  an  inward  journey.  It  involves  confronting  the 
deep,  hidden  places  within  oneself,  where  there  is  pain  and  brokenness.  It  means 
dying  to  one’s  self-centered  view  of  the  world.  It  means  facing  the  reahty  of  death, 
and  the  possibility  of  a totally  new  way  of  life  (with  aU  its  risks).  The  journey 
within  is  often  a lonely  journey.  But  once  we  reach  our  destination,  and  experi- 
ence the  Source  of  Truth  and  Wisdom  within  us,  we  find  peace  and  joy  which 
cannot  be  expressed  in  words,  or  taken  from  us.  We  feel  truly  connected  with 
Spirit  and  with  other  human  beings  and,  ultimately,  with  aU  life.  As  Jesus  put  it, 
we  are  “born  again”  as  children  of  God. 

Friends  who  have  had  this  kind  of  experience  cannot  help  “walking  in  the 
Light,”  like  the  Friends  in  this  issue  of  our  magazine.  As  George  Fox  says  in  the 
popular  (Quaker  song: 

“There’s  an  ocean  of  darkness  and  I drown  in  the  night 
Till  I come  through  the  darkness  to  the  ocean  of  light. 

For  the  light  is  forever  and  the  light  it  is  free. 

And  I walk  in  the  glory  of  the  light,”  said  he. 
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Coming  Out  For  Christ 

The  Spirituai  Journey  of  Joe  Franko 


“He  has  brought  me  to  his  banquet  hall  and  his  banner  over 
me  is  love.” — Song  of  Songs  2:4 

“This  is  just  my  opinion.  I could  be  w^rong.” 

— Gay  Spirituality  by  Toby  Johnson 

Above  my  desk  as  I w^rite,  there  is  a statue  of  a horse,  a 
blue  horse,  a cheap,  thoroughly  plastic,  nondescript  thing. 
When  my  son  deals  vv^ith  the  cleaning  out  of  my  house  after 
I have  moved  on,  he  w^ill  see  only  something  to  sell  for  a 
quarter  or  fifty  cents  in  the  inevitable  garage  sale  dispersal 
of  the  physical  remains  of  my  life.  He 
will  not  give  it  a second’s  glance.  He 
will  not  know  that  I bought  this  horse 
in  Arizona  on  a trip  made  to  bury,  at 
the  bottom  of  the  Grand  Canyon,  the 
ashes  of  one  of  my  closest  friends, 

Shar.  Every  time  I look  at  it  I’m  re- 
minded of  her  and  our  final  trip  to- 
gether. My  son  will  see  only  a cheap 
plastic  horse.  There  are  other  things 
that  will  be  important  for  him  to  keep, 
but  not  the  horse. 

Context  is  important.  You  should  know  that  I am  a gay, 
60-year-old,  grandfather,  trail  runner,  hang  glider  pilot  and 
math  professor  for  whom  the  real  world  is  sometimes  a 
puzzlement  and  all  the  time  a wonder.  I’ve  been  a Quaker 
now  for  about  40  years,  coming  into  the  Society  of  Friends 

Joe  Franko,  a member  of  Orange  Grove  Meeting  (Pasadena,  CA), 
currently  serves  as  clerk  of  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting.  This  article  was 
reprinted from  Quaker  Theology  #14.  To  subscribe,  contact  Chuck 
Fager  at  QUEST,  PO  Box  1344,  Fayetteville  NC  28302. 
Email:  quest@quaker.  org. 


through  Iowa  Yearly  Meeting  (Conservative),  and  am  now 
a member  of  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting  and  Orange  Grove 
Monthly  Meeting  in  Pasadena,  California. 

I write  this  with  some  trepidation.  It  will  be  another 
coming  out  story  for  me.  Forty  years  ago  I came  out  as  gay. 
This  is  my  coming  out  story  as  a Christian.  I’m  not  sure 
which  has  been  a more  difficult  road.  I didn’t  walk  down 
either  path  by  choice.  As  a younger  man  I thought  it  was  all 
by  choice.  Looking  back  on  things  now  it  seems  that  all  the 
really  important  things  in  my  life  were  only  choices  about 
timing  and  not  about  the  journey. 

I’m  fond  of  telling  the  kids  in 
my  campus  gay  group  that  they  al- 
ways have  a choice  about  when  to 
come  out,  but  that  life  will  con- 
tinue to  press  them  to  reveal  who 
they  really  are.  It’s  how  you’re  quite 
certain  you’re  gay.  It  won’t  go  away. 
Each  time  you  deny  it,  it  dimin- 
ishes you.  That’s  what  the  Chris- 
tian right  never  quite  gets.  Every 
denial  is  a diminishment.  Every 
denial  is  a chance  to  add  to  the 
store  of  self-hatred.  Every  missed  opportunity  for  disclo- 
sure is  a missed  opportunity  to  be  who  I really  am  with  those 
I really  love.  Coming  out  is  about  letting  others  know  you 
truly  love  and  trust  them. 

The  irony  of  it  is  that  every  denial  of  my  gayness  is  also 
a denial  of  an  authentic  relationship  with  God.  Who  can 
hide  from  God?  Who  can  run  from  the  hound  of  heaven 
that  pursues  us  and  seeks  to  be  our  beloved?  What  shall  I 
answer  to  a God  who  seeks  me  behind  every  corner  and 
demands  openness  to  his  love? 


I write  this  with  some 
trepidation.  It  will  be  another 
coming  out  story  for  me.  Forty 
years  ago  I came  out  as  gay.  This 
is  my  coming  out  story  as  a 
Christian.  I’m  not  sure  which  has 
been  a more  difficult  road. 
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I get  ahead  of  myself.  Let  me  return  to  context.  I am  a 
mathematician.  I have  loved  mathematics  all  my  life.  I Avas 
the  kid  in  the  cafeteria  who  did  math  problems  and  puzzles 
for  fiin.  In  the  tenth  grade  I fell  in  love  with  mathematics  in 
high  school  geometry.  I got  a “C”  in  first  year  algebra!  But 
six  weeks  into  geometry  a light  came  on.  I saw  a beautiful 
world  of  Platonic  forms.  Proofs,  the  bugaboo  of  high  school 
math  students,  came  to  me  effortlessly.  I found  beauty  and 
elegance  in  the  shortest  possible  proof  of  a thing.  I wound 
up  writing  a perfect  regents  exam,  a thing  I am  still  proud  of 
40  some  years  later!  I am  thoroughly  a mathematician. 

Context  is  important.  You  also  need  to  know  that  my 
home  life  was  chaotic.  My  mother  was  a prostitute  and  my 
father  was  an  unskilled,  illiterate  laborer  who  left  school  at 
the  age  of  12  to  dig  ditches  to  help  support  his  family.  He 
was  9 when  his  family  came  here  from  Italy.  We  were  nomi- 
nally Catholic  but  the  police  were  over  at  the  house  a few 
times  a year  to  deal  with  the  chaos.  I 
saw  my  father  run  after  my  mother 
with  an  axe.  He  broke  my  mother’s 
jaw.  My  twin  sister  took  off  after  my 
father  with  a knife.  She  was  raped 
multiple  times  by  my  uncle.  My 
mother  was  in  and  out  of  mental 
hospitals  with  what  would  have  been 
diagnosed  as  paranoid  schizophrenia. 

We  were  on  welfare  most  of  my 
growing  up. 

There  are  lots  of  stories  here  I 
could  tell  you,  but  the  only  one  important  at  this  point  in 
my  life  is  the  beauty  I found  in  a platonic  world.  I found  in 
mathematics  a perfect  world  without  pain,  perfectly  struc- 
tured and  inevitable.  One  only  had  to  choose  the  right  axi- 
oms and  postulates  and  the  system  was  perfectly  consistent. 
It  would  be  years  before  I discovered  Godel’s  Theorem,  which 
brought  the  whole  damn  structure  down!* 

A few  years  after  discovering  geometry,  I became  an 
atheist.  I could  not  believe  in  a God  who  would  allow  sisters 
to  be  raped  and  parents  to  be  violent  to  each  other.  Only  a 
sadistic  God  would  allow  such  a thing.  So  I denied  God  and 
if  he  existed,  after  I died,  I would  spit  in  his  face.  I would 
gladly  march  into  hell  rather  than  be  with  a God  who  would 
create  such  a world.  Plato  replaced  God  and  it  would  be 


*Ed.  Note:  Godel’s  first  incompleteness  theorem,  perhaps  the  single 
most  celebrated  result  in  mathematical  logic,  states  that:  For  any  con- 
sistent formal,  computably  enumerable  theory  that  proves  basic  ar- 
ithmetical truths,  an  arithmetical  statement  that  is  true,  but  not  prov- 
able in  the  theory,  can  be  constructed.  That  is,  any  effectively  gener- 
ated theory  capable  of  expressing  elementary  arithmetic  cannot  be 
both  consistent  and  complete.  There  is  much  more  to  it,  of  course, 
and  for  further  exploration,  the  reader  would  do  well  to  begin  with 
the  Wikipedia  entry  on  the  Theorem,  which  is  at:  http:// 
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/G%C3%B6ders_incompleteness_theorem] 


years  before  I realized  we  are  co-creators  of  this  world.  It 
was  only  a few  years  later,  though,  that  I realized  how  Httle 
trust  I should  place  in  our  government. 

I bought  the  argument  our  government  gave  us  about 
Vietnam.  I bought  it  so  much  I enhsted  in  the  Navy  and  was 
assigned,  eventually,  to  the  USS  O’Brien,  a destroyer.  I 
thought  I was  saving  the  world  for  democracy.  Then  I met 
Rick  Thompson,  a Quaker  from  Iowa.  After  his  graduation 
from  Iowa  State  University,  Rick  at  first  went  to  Washing- 
ton DC,  but  then  decided  in  late  spring  of  1972  to  go  to 
Vietnam  to  work  at  the  rehab  center  in  Quang  Ngai  (an 
American  Friends  Service  Committee  program). 

We  met  in  a children’s  hospital  in  Vietnam.  We  didn’t 
know  each  other  long  (barely  a year),  but  long  enough  for 
Rick  to  help  me  deconstruct  what  I was  now  having  troubles 
with.  It  became  clear  I was  not  saving  the  world  for  democ- 
racy, but  instead  helping  in  my  own  small  way  with  the  war 

effort.  He  didn’t  judge  me,  but  over 
the  time  I knew  him  he  began  to 
judge  himself  pretty  harshly.  There 
was  enough  of  that  going  around 
in  those  days  for  everyone. 

Rick  was  a tall,  good-looking, 
friendly  guy  like  many  of  the 
Quaker  youth  I have  met  since 
then.  Engaged,  articulate,  privi- 
leged, and  committed  to  hving  out 
his  Quakerism.  To  say  he  changed 
my  life  would  be  an  understate- 
ment. He  seemed  to  carry  with  him  a quiet  center.  In  the 
midst  of  chaos  he  carried  within  himself  the  most  intimate 
relationship  with  God.  Somehow  in  his  growing  up  he 
learned  to  come  to  that  deep  place  of  peace  that  many  Friends 
I have  met  since  seem  to  have  found. 

And  that  deep  place  of  peace  was  a challenge  to  both 
my  life  and  my  commitment  to  war.  The  amazing  thing  was 
that  Rick  never  once  confronted  me.  It  was  his  incredible 
acceptance  of  me  that  won  me  over.  I fell  in  love  with  him. 
This  was  the  first  example  in  my  life  of  a spiritual  relation- 
ship, made  all  the  more  important  by  the  way  many  Ameri- 
can youth  were  treating  me.  The  words  “baby  killer”  stiU 
haunt  me. 

My  commanding  officer  (CO)  was  beside  himself.  He 
ordered  me  not  to  talk  or  correspond  with  Rick.  The  CO 
saw  my  questions,  questions  sparked  by  Rick’s  acceptance  of 
me,  as  disloyalty.  The  disconnect  between  what  I thought  I 
was  fighting  for,  Rick’s  analysis,  and  my  CO’s  attitude  was 
stark.  Rick  wasn’t  helping  matters  much  as  he  struggled  with 
confusion  and  anger  at  America.  It  was  a difficult  time.  Hon- 
esty led  to  anger,  frustration  and  rigidity.  We  both  struggled 
with  it. 

Rick  would  die  in  Vietnam.  They  say  his  plane  went 
down  in  a storm,  but  I believe  “friendly  fire”  was  respon- 


A few  years  after  discovering 
geometry,  I became  an  atheist.  I could 
not  believe  in  a God  who  would  allow 
sisters  to  be  raped  and  parents  to  be 
violent  to  each  other.  Only  a sadistic 
God  would  allow  such  a thing.  So  I 
denied  God  and  if  he  existed,  after  I 
died  I would  spit  in  his  face. 
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sible.  I have  no  evidence  for  that.  Perhaps  it  is  my  symbolic 
way  of  coming  to  terms  with  his  death.  To  this  day,  when  I 
think  of  his  death  I tear  up.  More  than  anyone  I knew,  he 
struggled  to  come  to  that  place  where  he  loved  so  completely 
there  was  no  room  left  for  hatred.  I needed  to  find  that  place 
behind  his  anger  and  frustration. 

Eventually  I asked  my  commanding  officer  for  consci- 
entious objector  status  and  a chance  to  get  a degree  from 
Iowa  State  University.  It  wasn’t  easy.  The  Navy  refused  to 
talk  with  me  about  it.  At  first  they  ignored  me,  then  they 
threatened  to  ship  me  off  to  the  most  dangerous  of  duties  in 
the  Navy,  the  river  boat  patrols.  I knew  what  my  chances  of 
surviving  that  were.  I didn’t  care. 

What  they  did  or  did  not  do  seemed 
to  not  have  any  connection  with  me 
at  aU. 

I thought  of  going  to  Canada. 

Instead,  I became  very  sick.  I had 
an  extremely  high  fever  for  which 
there  seemed  to  be  no  cause.  I be- 
came delirious,  began  hallucinating 
and  was  hospitalized.  Finally  after 
a few  days,  the  fever  broke,  and  with 
it  any  connection  to  my  former  life. 

I simply  refused  to  return.  I decided 
not  to  go  to  Canada  and  to  simply 
wait  for  them  to  arrest  me. 

When  arrest  did  not  come,  I thought  I was  a deserter.  I 
lived  with  the  thought  that  I had  probably  been  given  a dis- 
honorable discharge  or  might  be  arrested  at  any  time.  I for- 
got about  it  and  went  on  to  live  my  life.  Years  later,  after  my 
mother’s  death,  I found  among  her  possessions  that  the  Navy 
had  given  me  an  honorable  discharge.  To  this  day  I have  no 
idea  why.  It’s  a complete  mystery  and  how  like  it  was  of  my 
mother  never  to  tell  me! 

So  I worked  on  getting  a degree  and  learning  more  about 
Quakerism.  I joined  Rick’s  Meeting  in  Ames  and  I eventu- 
ally got  a degree  in  English  from  Iowa  State  University.  I 
went  to  graduate  school  there  and  became  a father.  Later  I 
got  a graduate  degree  in  mathematics,  but  that’s  another  long 
story.  After  a long  life  it  becomes  a choice  about  which  of 
our  many  stories  to  tell  people.  I’m  trying  to  place  my  Quak- 
erism in  context,  so  I’m  leaving  out  the  stories  that  might  be 
more  interesting.  You’ll  have  to  ask  me  about  the  details  when 
you  see  me. 

I finally  was  able  to  pursue  a degree  in  mathematics  when 
I got  over  feeling  I wasn’t  a very  good  mathematician.  It  was 
a long  struggle.  Suffice  it  to  say  my  mathematics  and  the 
war  in  Vietnam  planted  me  firmly  in  the  Universalist  camp. 
I guess  I’d  call  myself  at  the  time  an  agnostic  or  Buddhist 
Friend.  When  I thought  of  God  I thought  of  God  as  being 
the  sum  total  of  all  possibilities.  As  a logician  I learned 
Godel’s  Theorem  and  realized  that  in  any  sufficiently  com- 


plex system  there  will  always  be  true  things  which  cannot  be 
proved  to  be  true  and  false  things  which  cannot  be  disproved. 
Mathematically,  God  is  in  the  space  beyond  proof 

I sometimes  wish  that  were  enough  for  me.  I find  great 
strength  in  Universalist  Friends  who  do  not  need  a personal 
God  and  who  are  able  to  sense  the  movement  of  the  Spirit 
through  the  World.  I haven’t  been  able  to  find  that  kind  of 
strength  in  my  life.  The  first  time  I fell  in  love  with  a man 
and  it  was  reciprocated,  I realized  that  I needed  a more  per- 
sonal God. 

I had  always  heard  that  God  was  love,  but  I had  no  idea 
what  that  meant.  I had  gone  for  a few  months  to  a Hindu 

monastery  in  Chicago.  I also  played 
with  Zen  Buddhism,  attending  sev- 
eral week  long  sesshin,  or  periods  of 
intensive  zazen  meditation.  Yet  my 
friendship  with  Rick,  perhaps  my 
love  for  Rick,  shaped  my  religious 
beliefs  in  ways  I can  only  guess  at. 
He  showed  me  what  it  meant  to  give 
one’s  life  for  love. 

The  first  time  I had  sex  with  a 
man,  months  after  Rick  died,  I 
stayed  awake  all  night  in  wonder.  So 
this  was  what  it  was  to  love.  For  the 
first  time  I understood  what  it 
might  mean  to  give  one’s  life  for  another.  It  suddenly  made 
sense.  I walked  around  on  air  for  a week.  Not  only  was  I not 
racked  with  guilt,  I floated  on  a sea  of  love.  Forever  after,  sex 
and  religion  would  be  intimately  connected  for  me.  The  vague 
concept  of  Christian  love  now  had  meaning  and  I feU  in 
love  with  Jesus  as  I learned  to  love  other  men.  It  has  been 
that  way  with  me.  Each  human  relationship,  each  experi- 
ence of  touching  another  human  being,  has  deepened  my 
longing  for  Jesus. 

Later  I fell  in  love  again,  only  with  a woman.  I learned 
that  love  seemed  to  have  no  boundaries  in  my  life  and  I 
began  to  sense  a great  need  to  connect  with  the  Love  that 
underlies  all  creation. 

Context  is  important.  Perhaps  now  that  you  know  a little 
about  me  you  can  understand  why  I cannot  find  such  Love 
without  a belief  in  a personal  God  in  whose  arms  I hope  to 
surrender  through  death,  as  a bride  relaxes  into  her 
bridegroom’s  arms.  Each  relationship  in  my  life  has  made 
Jesus’  embrace  more  and  more  real. 

I recognize  this  is  my  journey  and  no  one  else’s.  Each  of 
us  has  our  own  faith  journey  and  I think  we  get  into  trouble 
when  we  try  to  make  everyone  else  walk  down  the  same 
path.  There  are  many  paths  and  all  of  them  involve  running 
quickly  down  easy  trails,  only  to  turn  the  corner  and  find  a 
roclq^  section  with  many  missteps  and  stumblings.  I find  great 
strength  in  a personal  Christ  who  is  for  me  a companion  on 
the  path,  who  has  endured  the  pain  of  the  cross  and  so  can 
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comfort  me  in  my  own  pain,  who  understands  that  Love 
demands  the  acceptance  of  pain  as  part  of  the  journey.  For 
me,  Christ  calls  me  to  this  radical  discipleship. 

At  the  risk  of  sounding  like  a born-again,  Bible-thump- 
ing, Campus-Crusade-for-Christ  person  let  me  explain  a 
few  aspects  of  this  radical  discipleship  and  my  relationship 
with  this  fellow  named  Jesus.  It  is  based  on  Christ  as  patient 
lover,  the  bridegroom  in  the  bridal  chamber.  Christ  is  a lover 
who  calls  me  to  himself,  who  seeks  me  out,  who  surprises 
me  even  in  the  bridal  chamber  by  his  gentleness.  He  is  pa- 
tient, loving,  and  accepting.  At  the  end  of  a really  tough  day, 
I am  totally  buoyed  up  by  contemplation  of  this  acceptance. 
I am  loved  for  who  I am.  There  is  no  demand  on  what  I 
must  be  or  what  rules  I must  follow.  Christ’s  embrace  is  free 
and  unencumbered. 

Not  that  the  loving  of  Christ  does  not  change  one’s  life. 
As  Thomas  Kelly  says,  one  finds 
oneself  in  a new  relationship  to 
things  and  people,  not  from  any 
precepts  laid  upon  one,  but  from  a 
reciprocation  of  Christ’s  love.  The 
fact  that  I experience  Christ’s  love 
makes  me  more  of  a lover,  so  things 
that  would  block  love  naturally 
drop  away.  Simplicity  becomes  an 
opening  to  more  of  Christ’s  em- 
brace, especially  through  connection  with  other  people.  Time 
away  from  the  world  becomes  a way  of  experiencing  Christ’s 
love  without  interruption. 

As  a bridegroom  is  filled  with  desire  and  passion,  Christ’s 
embrace  is  passionate.  In  return  Christ  demands  passion. 
Lukewarmness  to  Christ’s  love  is  almost  certainly  not  a part 
of  Christianity.  One  of  the  radical  ideas  of  Jesus  was  that 
one  could  live  a life  of  passion  in  the  world,  but  not  be  of  the 
world. 

Reading  the  stories  of  Jesus  it  is  clear  to  me  that  Christ 
demands  nothing  from  us  except  to  be  passionate  in  our  love 
of  Him,  following  him  wherever  His  love  leads  us.  And  His 
love  does  not  lead  us  to  pray  in  public,  but  to  return  His 
passionate  embrace  in  private,  in  the  bridal  chamber. 

Now  you  know  why  this  essay  makes  me  a little  ner- 
vous. It  is  so  public!  Words  are  a difficult  medium  for  ex- 
pressing love.  Only  in  the  private  act  of  contemplation  can  I 
fully  return  Christ’s  love,  expressing  aU  it  means  to  me. 
Working  on  peace  and  justice  in  the  world  is  an  imperfect 
expression  of  that  love.  Imperfect,  but  important  to  learning 
how  to  love.  Fox  got  it  right  when  he  said  the  letter  is  unim- 
portant. It  is  the  Spirit  behind  the  words  that  matters. 

Another  aspect  of  radical  discipleship  is  hope.  I must 
believe  that  no  matter  what  things  look  like  now,  no  matter 
how  awful  the  times,  because  of  Christ’s  love  there  is  re- 
demption. It  will  all  work  out.  One  of  the  things  most  frus- 
trating to  me  about  Quakerism  is  that  I meet  so  many  Quaker 


pessimists,  folks  who  lament  the  state  of  the  world,  the  en- 
vironment, etc. 

Now  I’m  not  saying  the  world  is  not  in  bad  shape,  espe- 
cially in  the  last  8 years,  but  pessimism  leads  to  burnout  and 
doesn’t  reflect  a hope  in  the  movement  of  Christ’s  Spirit. 
With  God  all  things  are  possible,  my  grandmother  used  to 
say.  As  deeply  in  love  with  Christ  as  I’ve  become,  that  re- 
flects a very  important  aspect  of  my  Quakerism.  Quakerism 
without  hope  is  puerile  and  joyless.  Love  leads  to  hope  and 
hope  leads  to  joy. 

Without  joy,  we  don’t  have  the  energy  that  love  requires 
of  us  to  do  our  work  in  the  world.  Joy  gives  us  the  energy  for 
radical  discipleship  and  also  brings  us  into  a new  relation- 
ship with  our  world.  We  want  to  work  on  the  environment 
because  the  earth  is  our  bridal  chamber.  When  the  bride- 
groom walks  through  the  doors  how  awful  it  would  be  for 

him  to  find  the  mess  we  have 
made  of  things  he  has  freely 
given  us.  For  me  environ- 
mental work  comes  out  of 
the  joy  of  preparing  the 
bridal  chamber,  yet  it’s  very 
difficult  to  find  anyone 
working  on  the  environment 
that  brings  such  joy  to  the 
task.  Without  hope,  such 
work  would  be  impossible  for  me. 

Even  more  important  is  Christ’s  model  of  love.  Radical 
discipleship  says  I must  love  everyone,  as  He  did.  My  defi- 
nition of  who  is  my  family  must  get  bigger.  As  Christ  loves 
me  so  I must  love  the  world  with  the  same  radical  accep- 
tance. As  I deal  with  others,  I must  deal  with  the  Christ 
who  is  within  them,  ignoring  the  foibles  and  faults  as  Christ 
ignores  my  foibles  and  faults.  Christ  came  to  be  with  the 
prostitutes,  tax  collectors  and  sinners.  They  are  my  family,  as 
they  were  my  mother’s  family. 

One  of  the  strengths  I find  in  Christocentric  Quaker- 
ism is  that  it  is  based  on  a God  becoming  human.  A God 
who  relinquishes  “power  over”  so  that  we  might  experience 
“power  through.”  Ultimately  Christianity  requires  us  to  be- 
lieve in  the  power  of  God  to  become  human.  What  an  au- 
dacious concept.  Why  would  any  God  want  to  become  hu- 
man? 

My  mathematical  brain  once  demanded  a Universalist 
Spirit,  the  universal  force  that  Einstein  meant  when  he  talked 
of  God  not  playing  dice  with  the  universe.  It’s  clear  when 
we  look  at  the  universe  that  it  is  truly  amazing  that  math- 
ematical laws  apply  at  all!  Why  should  this  mathematics, 
which  is,  after  all,  a man-made  invention,  be  the  language 
of  the  universe?  That  idea  was  the  foundation  of  my  Uni- 
versalist spirit.  It  fills  me  with  awe.  The  universe  will  con- 
tinue even  if  we  blow  ourselves  to  damnation. 

But  that’s  the  problem.  Without  the  Spirit  of  Christ  I 
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find  the  universe  fills  me  with  awe,  but  is  essentially  awful! 
Radical  discipleship  demands  a meaning  that  can  only  be 
filled  by  Christ,  whose  love  for  me  and  you  is  the  meaning. 
Why  should  this  God  become  human?  Only  to  love  us  more 
fully  and  completely. 

It  is  said  that  no  greater  love  has  anyone  than  that  they 
are  willing  to  lay  down  their  life  for  another.  I think  a far 
greater  love  is  shown  by  a God  who  would  embrace  becom- 
ing fully  human  and  only  then  experience  death.  In  the  Bible, 
Jesus  is  far  more  often  referred  to  as  the  Son  of  Man  than  as 
the  Son  of  God.  Radical  Discipleship  demands  me  to  love 
the  Son  of  Man,  with  all  the  sacrifices  that  might  bring. 
Loving  the  Son  of  God  is  a totally  different  story,  filled  with 
power  and  patriarchy.  This  God  I worship  chose  to  live  a 
human  life,  to  experience  my  failure,  my  poor  background, 
my  death  and  the  sneers  of  those  for  whom  no  good  could 
come  from  Nazareth,  or  from  Brooklyn. 

I have  not  yet  spoken  of  the  cost  of  radical  discipleship, 
but  I am  reminded  of  the  struggle  my  Meeting  had  before 
we  were  able  to  unite  on  gay  marriage.  It  was  a struggle  that 
often  was  so  painful  it  made  me  wonder  whether  or  not  I 
wanted  to  continue  being  a Friend.  Many  times  I asked  my- 
self whether  or  not  I wanted  to  be  part  of  this  group  which 
often  said  things  and  didn’t  even  realize  how  hurtful  they  were 
to  me  and  to  others  who  were  gay.  It  was  a very  painful  time. 

I have  to  say,  though,  that  what  kept  me  Quaker  was 
my  Iowa  Conservative  Yearly  Meeting  background,  expressed 
through  Rick  Thompson’s  life  and  my  belief  that  acceptance 
of  my  cross,  for  love’s  sake,  was  a fundamental  part  of  my 
faith.  Though  a member  of  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting  now  for 
almost  thirty  years,  the  foundation  of  my  faith  is  my  belief 
in  the  radical  Christ,  the  Christ  of  the  Cross,  the  Christ 
who  promises  that  Love  will  triumph  over  pain  and  that  the 
process  of  seeking  for  real  unity  is  often  a painful  and  pro- 
longed personal  conversion  process.  Such  a conversion  pro- 
cess is  a fundamental  part  of  my  life  as  a Quaker.  The  only 
God  worthy  of  adoration  is  one  who  understands  my  pain 
and  my  humanity  and  through  love  assures  me  that  Love 
win  triumph  in  my  life  and  in  the  world. 

How  does  this  fit  with  being  in  PYM?  I’m  not  sure.  It 
helps  that  here  in  the  West  we  are  fiercely  independent.  We 
hold  tightly  to  the  idea  that  faith  is  a personal  thing,  be- 
tween each  individual  and  God.  I think  that  more  and  more 
folks  are  finding  Jesus  helpful  to  their  spiritual  life,  but  even 
those  who  give  Jesus  short  shrift  would  say  that  each  person’s 
faith  is  a personal  matter  and  that  we  come  together  in 
Meetings  to  support  each  other’s  spiritual  journey. 

We  are  very  suspicious  of  any  Friends  who  would  say, 
“This  is  what  makes  you  a Friend.”  We  hold  to  what  is  writ- 
ten in  Britain  Yearly  Meeting’s  Faith  and  Practice'.  “Only  what 
we  have  valued  and  truly  made  our  own,  not  by  assertion 
but  by  lives  of  faithful  commitment,  can  we  hand  on  to  the 
future.  Even  then,  we  must  humbly  acknowledge  that  our 
vision  of  the  truth  will,  again  and  again,  be  amended.” 


Context  is  important. 

I’ll  end  this  essay  by  going  back  to  the  beginning  and 
talking  about  my  friend,  Sharlene.  Shar  was  my  office  mate 
for  twenty  years,  but  more  importantly  she  was  a fellow  ad- 
venturer. We  bicycled  across  the  country  together,  we 
dropped  down  into  dark  caves,  we  went  kayaking  in  the  ocean 
and  the  bay,  we  went  hang  gliding  and  paragliding  and  ran 
100  mile  races  in  the  mountains.  We  pushed  each  other  to 
live  life  completely,  taking  risks,  enjoying  pushing  ourselves 
mentally  and  physically.  We  shared  thoughts  of  God  on  the 
long  adventures.  Nothing  like  100-mile  bicycle  ride  through 
cornfields  and  headwinds  to  make  one  turn  to  talk  of  reli- 
gion to  while  away  the  hours. 

Two  years  ago  Shar  got  sick.  The  diagnosis  was  liver 
cancer.  I asked  Shar  to  let  me  move  into  her  guest  bedroom 
so  that  I could  help  take  care  of  her.  I told  her  we’d  been  on 
so  many  adventures  together  that  I wanted  to  have  one  more 
adventure  with  her. 

She  called  me  up  in  the  middle  of  a very  scary  night  and 
asked  me  to  come  over.  We  agreed  I should  move  in  the 
next  day. 

What  a privilege  it  became  to  take  care  of  her  for  the 
next  six  months,  to  walk  her  up  to  death’s  door,  where  she 
was  absolutely  convinced  she  would  meet  Jesus.  In  the  last 
week  I spoke  often  to  her  about  her  job  of  relaxing  into  God’s 
arms.  We  cried  together  and  laughed  together  and  sang,  “See 
that  girl  come-a  walking  down  the  street  singing  ‘Do  Wah 
Diddy,  diddy  dum  diddy  do.’”  When  she  was  no  longer  con- 
scious and  was  near  death,  seven  of  us  sat  by  her  bedside  and 
sang  that  to  her.  That’s  the  kind  of  hymn  they  can  sing  at 
my  memorial  service! 

Shar’s  simple  faith  through  it  all  challenged  me.  My 
prayers  became  much  simpler.  In  fact,  I have  only  one  prayer 
I pray  now.  “Lord,  make  my  faith  as  simple  as  Shar’s!”  Both 
of  us  were  mathematicians  and  lived  a life  of  the  intellect. 
But  somehow  Shar  understood  what  I had  not: 

You  must  be  as  a child  again  to  enter  the  Kingdom.  We 
do  not  need  to  give  up  the  intellect,  but  like  Shar  I find 
myself  needing  to  simplify  even  my  faith,  in  the  hope  that 
one  day  I,  too,  might  relax  into  the  arms  of  my  Bridegroom. 
An  hour  after  Shar  died  I was  stiU  waiting  for  the  undertak- 
ers to  come.  I was  in  an  upstairs  bedroom.  I thought  I heard 
a car  so  I went  out  to  the  landing  and  looked  down  at  Shar. 
Damned  if  she  didn’t  have  a smile  on  her  face  which  wasn’t 
there  before.  I knew  I wouldn’t  believe  it  later,  so  I took  a 
picture  of  her.  I’ve  put  it  with  some  of  her  ashes  and  some 
mementos  of  her  life. 

Some  will  say  it  was  the  muscles  in  Shar’s  face  in  the 
aftermath  of  death,  but  I know  as  clearly  as  I can  that  she 
had,  indeed,  finally  relaxed  into  His  arms.  Perhaps  my  Quak- 
erism might  also  become  a sign  of  a faith  grown  simple,  so 
that  I,  too,  may  die  with  a smile  on  my  face,  assured  of  my 
meeting  the  Bridegroom.  □ 
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Peace  for  Earth  Walk 

In  November 2007 , Ruah  Swennerfelt  and  Louis  Cox,  Quaker 
environmental  activists  from  New  England,  set  out  on  a 1,400- 
mile  “Peace  For  Earth  Walk” from  Vancouver,  British  Colum- 
bia, to  San  Diego,  CA.  Their  goal  is  to  offer  support  and  to  share 
their  insights  about  the  spiritual  basis  of  Friends’ ecological  con- 
cerns from  their  years  of  working  with  Quaker  EarthCare  Wit- 
ness ( QEWJ.  They  also  plan  to  listen  to  and  learn  from  Western 
Friends  (see  FB  Nov.  ‘07, pp.  20-21).  Look  for  announcements 
in  your  Meeting  bulletin  about  when  they  will  arrive  in  your 
area  this  spring.  The  following  reports  are  taken  from  their  travel 
blog  at  http://www.travelpod.com/travel-blog-entries/ 
peaceforearth/peace_for_earth/l 1 95754640/tpod.html.  This 
blog  includes  videos  as  well  as  photos  of  Friends  along  their  route. 


Thanksgiving,  2007.  Thankfully,  we  arrived  safely  in 
beautiful  Bellingham,  Washington,  hosted  by  our  friend 
Doris  Perm,  who  has  taken  great  care  of  us.  Doris,  in  her 
early  eighties,  is  an  amazing  example  of  senior  vitality  and 
ecological  and  social  conscience.  She  has  been  following  a 
vegan  diet  for  many  years,  is  very  active  in  her  Meeting  s 
Earthcare  committee,  and  is  up  to  date  on  energy  efficiency 
actions  in  her  home,  including  driving  a hybrid  car.  Louis 
helped  her  change  out  a dozen  of  her  recessed  incandescent 
lights  to  compact  fluorescent  lights,  which  saved  her  400 
watts  of  energy  demand.  The  meals  she  served  us  were 
scrumptious  and  beautifully  presented.  She’s  a fellow  birder 
and  we  enjoyed  a day  of  watching  shore  and  water  birds. 
We’re  very  grateful  to  her  for  her  warm  hospitahty  for  a whole 
week  and  for  sharing  her  cat  Sunshine  with  us  since  we  miss 
our  kitties.  Tomorrow  we’ll  be  preparing  for  a potluck 
Thanksgiving  meal  in  Doris’s  home  with  her  family  and 
Friends  from  the  Meeting. 

Our  first  five  days  of  walking  opened  our  hearts  in  un- 
expected ways.  Hosts  were  incredibly  generous  with  food 
and  foot  care  and  conversation.  After  a terrific  dinner  on 
night  two,  Tom  and  Thip  Mathison  brought  out  foot  baths 
and  guitars  and  while  soaking  we  sang.  At  our  next  stop, 
Barney  McCarney’s  condo  in  White  Rock,  British  Colum- 
bia, had  a stunning  view  of  Samiahmoo  Bay.  He  even  got  up 
very  early  after  a late  night  to  make  us  a warm  breakfast. 
And  in  Ferndale,  Washington,  we  found  that  we  had  a lot  of 
common  interests  and  experiences  with  hosts  Mimi  Freshley 
and  Bob  Butterfield,  who  walked  several  miles  with  us  the 
next  morning.  This  morning  they  took  us  to  a beautiful  tem- 
perate rain  forest  with  gigantic  Douglas  firs  and  cedar  trees. 
Bob  is  a photographer  par  excellence  and  concentrates  on 
nature  photography.  He  has  been  a nature  guide  in  several 
exotic  locations.  The  photograph  you  now  see  of  us  with  our 


packs  on  our  blog  was  done  by  him. 

We  feel  humbled  by  this  experience  of  receiving.  We’ve 
come  to  understand  that  people  really  want  to  be  part  of 
this  walk  in  whatever  way  they  can  participate.  For  example, 
while  walking  into  the  rural  crossroads  community  of  Custer, 
WA,  with  Will  Duplantis  of  Bellingham  Meeting,  desper- 
ately needing  a bathroom  break,  we  were  first  rebuffed  by  a 
sign  on  a pub  that  the  bathrooms  were  for  customers  only. 
So  we  walked  a bit  farther  to  a small  country  store  where, 
upon  hearing  the  story  of  our  walk,  not  only  did  the  woman 
allow  us  to  use  the  restroom,  she  also  gave  us  a $2  contribu- 
tion out  of  her  tips  that  day!  It  was  a beautiful  act  of  kind- 
ness. We’re  learning  that  it’s  important  to  accept  the  offers 
with  grace  and  thanks  which  helps  the  giver  feel  they  are 
now  part  of  the  journey. 

People  stop  us  on  the  street  to  ask  about  our  purpose 
and  give  us  encouragement.  Some  honk  and  give  the  thumbs- 
up  sign.  We’ve  not  received  one  negative  comment!  I think 
our  vulnerability  of  only  two  or  a handful  of  people  touches 
hearts.  We  feel  small  while  walking  and  maybe  somewhat 
foolish,  but  this  adds  to  our  approachability  and  opens  the 
way  for  people  to  engage  us. 

During  our  stay  in  Bellingham  we  called  Rick  Dudley, 
who  was  our  speaker  at  the  Quaker  EarthCare  Witness 
(QEW)  annual  meeting  when  we  met  in  Bellingham  about 
five  years  ago.  We  eagerly  accepted  his  invitation  to  lunch 
with  his  partner,  Linda  Blake,  who  shares  his  passion  for 
living  simply.  We  were  eager  to  see  first  hand  the  600-square- 
foot  home  that  he  had  described  during  his  plenary  talk.  In 
addition  to  the  living  space  there’s  some  storage  and  work- 
shop space  around  it.  Rick,  Linda,  and  Rick’s  14-year-old 
son  Forest  share  450  square  feet  of  family  space  (including  a 
sleeping  loft  for  Rick  and  Linda)  while  Forest  has  150  square 
feet  for  his  room.  They  don’t  own  a car  and  travel  by  bike 
and  foot  90  percent  of  the  time,  while  using  public  buses  the 
other  10  percent.  The  house  is  comfortable  and  beautiful. 
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and  they  have  found  a niche  in  which  they  can  be  happy 
while  living  with  a low  ecological  footprint.  v\fter  lunch  we 
walked  with  Rick  and  Linda  the  four  miles  back  to  Doris’s 
house  through  a beautiful  cedar  and  Douglas  fir  woods  by  roar- 
ing Whatcom  Creek  and  falls.  We  were  awed  by  the  girth  and 
height  of  these  magnificent  trees  in  this  public  park. 

We  had  a warm  welcome  from  Bellingham  Friends 
on  Sunday,  with  a tasty  potluck  following  worship  and  be- 
fore our  presentation.  Lively  discussion  followed  our  talk 
and  we  made  plans  to  see  some  folks  again  before  we  left.  At 
our  weblog  you  can  find  videos  of  Bellingham  Friends’  re- 
sponse to  the  questions:  “What  have  you  changed  to  make 
the  world  better?”  and  “What  do  you  still  need  to  change 
and  what  will  it  take  to  make  that  change?” 

We  were  met  by  our  next  host,  Alan  Mountjoy- Venning, 
a member  of  Olympia  Friends  Meeting.  He  told  us  about 
the  history  of  bike/pedestrian  paths  in  Olympia  and  led  us 
to  his  community’s  wonderful  co-op  to  shop  for  our  upcom- 
ing camping  evenings.  We  were  delighted  to  arrive  at  his 
home  and  meet  his  wife  Jane  and  their  teenage  children, 
Abby  and  Cliff.  It  was  fun  being  part  of  a family  meal.  We 
appreciate  Jane  and  Alan’s  commitment  to  sustainable  liv- 
ing. Jane  works  as  an  environmental  educator  and  Alan  writes 
an  environmental  column.  We  also  enjoyed  the  casual  at- 
mosphere in  their  home  between  parents  and  children.  It 
was  great  to  be  part  of  it. 

The  event  at  Olympia  Friends  Meeting  and  the  route 
we  are  about  to  take  over  the  coming  eleven  days,  winding 
through  valleys  and  mountains,  towards  the  Oregon  border, 
was  diligently  worked  on  by  Marijke  Vanroojen.  We  are  very 
appreciative  of  the  many  hours  she  spent  working  out  a dif- 
ficult set  of  hosting  nights,  campgrounds,  and  hotels,  but 
she  had  to  be  out  of  town  during  our  visit  and  couldn’t  at- 
tend our  presentation.  We  were  once  again  so  filled  with 
love  while  visiting  with  Friends  in  their  Meeting.  We  were 
impressed  by  the  thoughtful  discussion  that  followed  our 
presentation  and  enjoyed  more  visiting  during  refreshments. 
We  now  say  goodbye  to  Olympia  and  look  ahead  to  the  south. 

We’ve  been  reflecting  on  the  support  of  Friends  during 
this  walk.  In  the  same  way  that  we  are  able  to  do  our  work 
and  live  our  lives  because  of  the  support  and  love  of  others, 
we  are  in  a walk  of  hundreds.  At  each  location  a community 
is  working  to  support  us  through  logistics,  hosting,  loving, 
walking,  feeding,  and  being  present.  We  are  also  humbled 
by  the  fact  that  we  can’t  walk  every  step,  but  instead  are 
given  rides  to  get  back  and  forth  in  a community  and  some- 
times to  get  to  a safe  place  to  walk.  We  know  that  the  fossil 
fuels  being  used  for  this  are  substantial,  but  we  feel  the  ben- 
efits of  our  community-building  and  consciousness  are  per- 
haps more  substantial.  It’s  also  about  being  flexible  and  be- 
ing open  to  the  ways  the  Spirit  and  fortune  moves.  We  feel 
held  and  loved  by  aU  who  participate,  including  all  of  you 


who  read  about  our  experiences.  We  know  you  are  all  out 
there  and  that  you  care. 

The  next  morning  we  walked  to  the  Agate  PASSAGE 
Friends  Meeting,  worshipped  with  them,  and  after  a pot- 
luck  lunch  shared  our  skit  and  presentation.  When  we  set 
out  afterwards,  several  Friends  walked  with  us  to  our  next 
destination.  Again  we  appreciated  good  conversations  and 
made  new  F/friends. 

After  coffee  with  Ed  Sheridan,  a Friend  and  storyteller, 
we  met  Lisa  Down,  also  of  Agate  Passage  Meeting,  at  the 
offices  ofYESf  Magazine.  We  have  been  subscribers  for  many 
years  and  wanted  to  meet  the  staff  We  joined  their  regular 
brown  bag  lunch  and  shared  a bit  about  our  journey  and 
learned  of  the  many  great  things  they  are  doing,  which  in- 
clude reaching  out  to  schools  in  the  hope  of  empowering 
young  people  to  act  positively  in  the  world.  We  also  talked 
of  ways  QEW  might  collaborate  with  them.  We  hope  you’ll 
look  at  their  website  at  www.yesmagazine.org. 

Thank  you,  Lisa,  for  taking  us  on  these  tours.  And  many 
thanks  to  Michael  Moore  for  his  coordination  of  our  visit 
and  making  sure  we  got  from  one  place  to  another  safely. 

Hooray!  We  made  it  to  Oregon!  The  only  way  to  walk 
across  the  border  to  Oregon  was  on  a bike  path  that  ran 
down  the  middle  of  the  two-mile-long  bridge  on  1-205  that 
crosses  the  Columbia  River.  The  traffic  was  very  noisy,  but 
we  felt  safe  because  of  protective  barriers  separating  us  from 
the  four  lanes  of  high-speed  traffic  on  either  side.  It  was  a 
great  New  Year’s  Eve  present  to  be  able  to  say  that  we  had 
walked  aU  the  way  down  through  Washington! 

After  three  days  of  recuperation  from  our  colds  and  bhs- 
ters  at  the  home  of  Betsy  and  Bruce  Kenworthy  in  Battle 
Ground,  WA,  we  felt  ready  to  get  on  the  road  again.  Betsy 
and  Bruce  fed  us  well  and  gave  us  warm  space  to  heal,  and 
we  were  right  at  home. 

That  evening  we  moved  to  our  next  host  house,  the  home 
of  Nancy  McLauchlan,  an  employee  of  Friends  World  Com- 
mittee for  Consultation  (FWCC)  and  a member  of  Bridge 
City  Friends  Meeting.  We  had  met  Nancy  at  Quaker  gath- 
erings in  the  past  and  were  pleased  to  spend  some  time  with 
her.  She  invited  Julie  and  David  Peyton,  members  of  West 
Hills  Friends  Church,  to  join  us  for  dinner.  Again  we  found 
we  were  kindred  spirits  on  many  levels. 

Before  heading  off  to  Multnomah  Friends  Meeting 
for  our  presentation,  we  moved  again,  this  time  to  Janet 
Jump’s  home.  Janet’s  parents  were  co-founders  of  the 
Multnomah  Meeting,  but  Janet  now  attends  Bridge  City 
Meeting.  In  the  short  time  we  had  to  get  to  know  Janet 
before  leaving  for  the  meeting,  she  told  us  that  she  had  cal- 
culated her  ecological  footprint  in  2006  at  the  FGC  Gath- 
ering in  Tacoma  and  found  that  the  size  of  her  house  for 
one  person  increased  her  footprint  and  so,  because  of  that 
and  some  other  factors,  she  now  has  housemates.  We  were 
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so  pleased  to  know  this  since  it  meant  that  her  visit  to  the 
QEW  center  had  a direct  positive  impact  on  her  life!  The 
discussion  after  our  presentation  was  lively  and  engaging. 
Several  people  there  were  folks  we  had  met  before,  and  the 
potluck  prior  to  the  presentation  was  varied  and  delicious. 

The  next  day,  on  our  way  to  our  last  host  home  in  Port- 
land, we  got  the  call  that  Ruah’s  new  shoes  were  in!  Her 
shoes,  which  were  supposed  to  be  waterproof,  had  leaked, 
and  after  calling  the  manufacturer.  Keen,  headquartered  in 
Portland,  they  agreed  to  have  a new  pair  express-shipped  to 
their  offices.  So  we  will  leave  for  our  trek  south  with  new 
shoes  to  break  in,  but  hopefully  they’ll  keep  out  the  water. 
After  the  detour  to  the  Keen  offices,  we  headed  by  bus  to 


the  home  of  Lucy  and  Dan  Davenport  and  their  son,  9- 
year-old  Mark.  Due  to  Lucy  and  Dan’s  long  association  with 
Friends,  we  found  we  had  F/friends  in  common  and  that 
Louis  and  Lucy  had  once  met  about  20  years  ago.  We  love 
this  extended  family  of  Quakers! 

After  a delicious  dinner,  we  headed  for  Reedwood 
Friends  Church  and  our  last  presentation  in  Portland. 
About  20  Friends  were  present  and  we  received  very  posi- 
tive feedback  afterwards.  Some  suggested  that  we  should 
tape  the  presentation  so  that  others  wiU  have  an  opportu- 
nity to  see  it  after  our  walk  is  completed. 

{To  be  continued  in  Juture  issues  (^Friends  Bulletin.. 


Peg  Morton  Arrested  at  Congressional  Office, 
Opposes  the  US  Occupation  of  Iraq 


Peg  Morton,  a member  of  Eugene,  OR,  Friends  Meeting,  was 
one  of  eight  members  of  her  Meeting  arrested for  nonviolent 
trespass  at  a congressional  office  this  year.  They  were  part  of  a 
nationally  coordinated  Occupation  Project  in  which  over  400 
people  have  been  arrested  for  protesting  the  US  occupation  of 
Iraq.  Peg  was  filed  $100,  given  a year's  unsupervised  proba- 
tion, and  told  that  the  penalties  would  be  severe  if  she  were 
arrested  again  during  this  period.  She  presented  the following 
statement  at  her  court  appearance  on  June  18,  2007. 

I stand  before  you  today  pleading  guilty  to  nonvio- 
lent trespass  in  a congressional  office.  This  spring,  seven 
of  us  here  in  the  Eugene  area  joined  around  350  others  to 
occupy  congressional  offices  around  the  country,  demand- 
ing that  our  Congress  vote  against  the  “Surge,”  and  against 
all  further  funding  for  a vicious,  tragic,  greedy,  illegal  war. 
I hope  that  we  committed  our  actions  in  a true  spirit  of 
nonviolence.  I hope  we  were  firm  but  not  scornful,  that 
we  recognized  the  human  potential  in  all  the  people  with 
whom  we  met,  that  we  sought  to  end  a war  that  is  part  of 
a sick,  sick  economic,  global,  corporate  system,  but  not  to 
harm  individuals  within  it. 

We  were  guilty  of  trespass,  but  we  hold  in  our  hearts 
and  memories  the  international  law,  the  Nuremberg 
Agreements  that  were  signed  in  1945  following  the  de- 
feat of  Nazi  Germany,  under  the  leadership  of  the  United 
States,  and  are  supposed  to  be  binding  upon  every  gov- 
ernment in  the  world  today.  It  says,  and  I quote: 

“Individuals  have  international  duties  which  transcend  the 
national  obligations  of  obedience...  (They)  have  the  duty  to 
violate  domestic  laws  to  prevent  crimes,  against  peace  and 
humanity  from  occurring.  " 

The  war  continues.  The  war  money  continues  to  flow. 
Our  action  was  minimal  in  the  face  of  the  suffering 
in  the  world  today.  Others,  and  I am  thinking  right  now 


especially  of  soldiers  who  have  risked  or  actually  spent 
months  in  prison,  have  acted  with  great  courage.  Despite 
the  yearnings  of  millions  here  and  around  the  world  for 
peace,  the  war,  the  wars,  the  suffering,  the  poverty  con- 
tinue, while  the  pockets  of  corporate  greed  are  filled.  And 
don’t  get  me  wrong,  most  of  us  in  this  country  benefit 
from  this  corporate  greed,  with  lower  consumer  prices. 

Many,  if  not  most,  of  us  are  discouraged  and  many 
feel  powerless.  We  are  fed  buckets-full  of  fear.  We  cannot 
succumb  to  these  emotions.  Those  who  are  suffering  in 
Iraq,  the  entire  Middle  East,  Darfur,  Colombia  in  South 
America  and  millions  in  Latin  America  affected  by  our 
economic  policies,  who  risk  their  lives  and  leave  their 
families  to  come  here  to  the  United  States  seeking  jobs, 
those  in  our  own  country  who  lack  health  care,  quality 
education  and  shelter,  or  are  stuffed  into  our  always  -ex- 
panding prison  system...  they  all  depend  on  us  as  allies. 
In  fact,  we  need  each  other.  We  depend  on  each  other. 
We  cannot  let  them  down. 

Sitting  in  my  little  meditation  space  as  I was  writing 
this,  a prayer  came  to  me  with  power: 

“I  call  to  the  Spirit,  the  Higher  Power,  by  whatever 
name,  that  is  believed  in  so  many  faiths,  across  so 
many  races,  cultures  and  borders,  by  the  rich  and  the 
poor...  I call  on  You  to  be  present  for  us  all,  to  grant 
us  courage  and  compassion  and  the  energy  to  go  on, 
to  embrace  each  other  across  all  boundaries,  to  form 
a beloved  community  of  peace,  of  commitment  to  the 
dignity  of  all  humankind  and  to  the  Life  of  the 
planet.” 

Thank  you.  □ 

What  are  you  or  your  Meeting  doing 
to  uphold  the  Peace  Testimony? 

Contact  editor  at  FriendsbuIletin@aol.com 
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Are  We  Ready  to  Refuse 
to  Pay  for  War 

and  Accept  the  Consequences? 

by  Peg  Morton 

Eugene,  OR,  Friends  Meeting 

As  we  prepare  our  tax  forms  yet  again,  is  it  time  again 
to  consider  how  we  Friends,  individually  and  in  our  Meet- 
ings, respond  to  the  fact  that  over  one-half  of  our  income 
and  telephone  tax  dollars  go  to  pay  for  current,  future  and 
past  wars  that  we  so  abhor  and  that  so  blatantly  violate  our 
Peace  Testimony? 

I was  fascinated  by  the  article  in  Friends  Journal,  “The 
Liberation  of  Nathaniel  Swift,”  by  Daniel  Jenkins  (April, 
2007).  It  describes  the  leadings  of  many  New  York  Quaker 
men  in  the  1830’s,  ages  18-45,  to  refuse  to  pay  taxes  to  sup- 
port the  militias,  with  the  broad  individual  and  corporate 
involvement  and  support  of  New  York  Friends.  These  men 
were  frequently  imprisoned,  and  property  was  seized.  The 
commitment  of  Friends  was  widely  recognized  and  respected 
and  eventually  helped  to  change  the  New  York  State  laws 
on  this  matter. 

More  recently.  Friends’  organizations  such  as  Friends 
Journal  and  Philadelphia  Yearly  Meeting,  at  great  expense, 
have  supported  employees  who  refuse  to  pay  their  federal 
taxes.  One  Friend,  Daniel  Jenkins,  has  taken  his  case  all  the 


The  organizers  and  signers  of  the  2008  War  Tax  Boy> 
cott  urge  all  who  oppose  this  war  to  register  and 
prepare  for  an  April  2008  nationwide  boycott  and 
redirection  of  the  federal  income  taxes  that  fuel  the 
war  in  Iraq.  If  you  are  new  to  war  tax  resistance,  you 
will  find  the  information  you  need  to  get  started  on 
http://www.nwtrcc.org.  We  urge  those  who  are  al- 
ready refusing  to  pay  for  war  (whether  by  reducing 
their  income  or  not  paying  some  or  all  of  taxes  due) 
to  sign  on  also.  The  more  who  sign  on,  the  louder 
our  voices  will  be  in  Washington  as  we  demand  an 
end  to  war  and  show  Congress  how  to  use  our 
money  for  life-affirming  programs. 


way  to  the  Supreme  Court,  on  the  basis  of  religious  free- 
dom, where  it  was  denied  a hearing.  Friends  are  making  ef- 
fective use  of  their  actions  for  educational  outreach  and  court 


cases.  In  addition,  many  monthly  and  yearly  meetings  have 
adopted  minutes  that  support  war  tax  resistance,  and  of 
course  many  Friends  refuse  to  pay,  and  redirect  some  or  all 
of  their  federal  taxes  to  nonmilitary  causes. 

This  year  we  have  the  opportunity  to  expand  our  in- 
volvement exponentially.  The  National  War  Tax  Resistance 
Coordinating  Committee  (NWTRCC),  supported  by  a 
number  of  national  peace  organizations,  is  promoting  the 
2008  WAR  TAX  BOYCOTT.  (See  accompanying  ad.)  The 
hope  is  that  thousands  will  pledge,  and  then  refuse  to  pay 
portions  of  their  federal  taxes,  redirecting  them  to  projects 
that  support  peace  and  alleviate  suffering.  If  10,000  taxpay- 
ers each  redirect  on  the  average  of  $100,  we  will  have  raised  $1 
million  for  such  purposes.  We  will  have  sent  an  effective  mes- 
sage to  the  federal  government  and  to  the  general  public. 

Are  we  spiritually  led,  as  those  19'”  century  New  York 
Friends  were,  to  refuse  to  pay  for  war  and  to  accept  the  con- 
sequences? □ 


Providing  grants  in  support  of 
micro-enterprise  development  in 
south  India,  Africa,  and  among  Friends, 

Learn  more  at  www.rswr.org 

• Make  a donation 

• Sign  up  for  the  RSWR  newsletter 

• Contact  us  for  a program  at  your 
meeting  or  church. 

101  Quaker  Hill  Dr.,  Richmond,  IN  47374 

765.966.0314 


Quaker  House 

Fayetteville/Ft.  Bragg  NC 
Front-Line  Fteace  Witness 
Since  1969 


Get  Our  Free  Packet 
Howto  Hep  STOP  Torture 


Quaker  House 
223  Hillside  Ave. 
Fayetteville  NC  28301 
www.quakerhouse  .org 

Chuck  Fager,  Director 
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by  Brandon  Wilson 

Maui,  Hawaii, 
Friends  Meeting 


Pilgrimage  for 
from  France 


Waking  the  Camino  de  Santiago  across  Spain  is  some- 
thing you  carry  with  you  for  a lifetime.  You  remem- 
ber the  fellowship,  the  scent  of  thyme  in  the  sultry  summer 
air,  the  aches,  blisters,  and  then  cal- 
luses. As  you  return  home,  you  pack 
those  memories  and  peaceful  bliss  to 
share  with  others.  That’s  when  the 
real  journey  begins.  Your  so-called 
normal  life  pales  in  comparison,  as 
your  walking  stick  mocks  you  from 
the  corner.  Until,  finally,  you  succumb 
and  promise  yourself,  “Well,  maybe 
just  once  more...” 

I had  to  walk  to  Jerusalem,  pref- 
erably sooner  than  later. 

When  I first  trekked  to  Santiago  de  Compostela  in  1999, 
I met  a Frenchman  in  his  sixties  who  shared  a dream  of 
walking  with  his  wife  to  Jerusalem,  some  4,500  kilometers. 
Although  I admired  him,  fantasies  and  realities  seldom  meet. 
So  I continued  my  annual  1,000  km.  pilgrimage  walks 
throughout  Europe.  Imagine  my  surprise  when  I heard  from 
my  old  friend  seven  years  later.  His  wife  was  unable  to  trek 
to  Jerusalem.  Would  I join  him? 

What  a foolish  question. 

It  was  already  December  and  we  planned  to  leave  in 
April.  Our  route  would  follow  that  of  Godfrey  de  Bouillon 
and  his  troops,  including  the  original  nine  Templars  who 
traveled  to  the  Holy  Land  during  the  First  Crusades.  Stretch- 
ing across  two  continents  and  eleven  countries,  it  was  a 
daunting  challenge.  A millennium  digo, palmers  traveled  to- 
gether for  safety.  However,  we’d  be  on  our  own,  unsupported 
up  to  seven  months,  while  blazing  a new  trail. 

This  was  my  ultimate  quest — to  pioneer  a pathway  that 
future  pilgrims  might  walk  in  brotherhood.  I believe  that 
once  people  walk  together,  share  food  and  learn  about  each 
other’s  lives,  they  realize  our  needs  are  much  the  same — 
regardless  of  religious  dogma.  It  was  fittingly  ironic  to  walk 
for  peace  along  a path  associated  with  war.  Then  again,  an 


equally  important  reason  for  walking  this  Templar  Trail  was 
to  talk  with  folks  along  the  way  about  choosing  peaceful 
methods  to  settle  our  differences.  Our  planet,  humanity, 

could  no  longer  wait. 

I’d  walk  simply,  as  in  life.  We’d 
travel  on  an  equally  slim  budget, 
and  search  for  affordable  rooms  in 
monasteries,  pensions,  or  hostels. 
Could  we  walk  the  daily  equiva- 
lent of  a 30  km  marathon  day  after 
day?  Only  time  would  teU.  Back 
when  I trod  a Buddhist  pilgrim- 
age trail  from  Lhasa,  Tibet  to 
Kathmandu,  I learned  you  just  have 
to  have  faith.  God  wiU  provide. 

Late  April  arrived  all  too  soon  and  we  excitedly  set  off 
from  Dijon,  France.  At  first  we  walked  along  canal  trails 
once  trod  by  mules  pulling  barges  to  market.  As  feared,  the 
weather  dogged  us  with  snow  through  the  Black  Forest,  and 
showers  had  us  constantly  donning  rain  gear. 

We  were  relieved  to  arrive  in  Donaueschingen,  Ger- 
many— the  source  of  the  Danube  River.  It’s  also  the  birth- 
place of  the  Donau  bicycle  path  spanning  1,367  kilometers 
through  four  countries.  Surprisingly,  we  were  often  alone 
on  that  beautiful  trail.  Far  from  fair-weather  peregrinos,  we 
walked  six  to  eight  hours  a day,  at  one  stretch  in  Austria 
through  rain  for  eighteen  out  of  twenty-one  days.  However, 
traveling  slowly  had  its  rewards. 

We  savored  cuisine  and  culture,  “relaxing”  one  day  ev- 
ery ten.  Our  path  presented  a never-ending  procession  of 
history  and  art;  from  the  grandeur  of  baroque  jewels  hke 
Regensburg  to  the  monasteries  of  Weltenburg  where  we 
spent  the  night  with  monks;  from  Mauthausen’s  gruesome 
concentration  camps  to  the  storybook  cities  of  the  Hapsburg 
Empire. 

Along  the  path,  we  also  met  “angels.”  Just  when  we 
thought  we  couldn’t  be  more  famished  or  bedraggled,  they’d 
shepherd  us  home  for  hot  soup  and  hospitality.  Learning  we 


The  peace  walkers  spread  a 
message  of  hope  and 
tolerance  as  they  talk  to  local 
media  and  convince  others 
that  peace  and  negotiations 
are  better  options  to 
never-ending  wars. 
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were  pilgrims,  they’d  sometimes  even  offer  us  free  or  dis-  parched,  rugged  hills.  The  country  was  on  a high  state  of 
counted  rooms.  alert,  but  my  gregarious  hosts  were  undeterred.  They  shared 

Although  we  strived  to  follow  the-less-than  blue  a rare  glimpse  at  modern  Israeli  life.  Once  again,  as  I had 

Danube,  in  Hungary  the  paths  swarmed  in  a mosquito  feed-  found  throughout,  people  were  generous,  no  matter  what 

ing  frenzy.  Humidity  was  so  thick  that  we’d  be  drenched  by  their  country,  culture  or  religion. 

9:00  tAM,  until  we  eagerly  ducked  into  the  hills  for  relief.  Finally  on  September  29,  2006,  after  walking  160  days 

Once  in  Serbia,  our  bicycle  path  morphed  into  roads  with  over  2,620  miles,  I entered  Jerusalem  through  legendary  Jaffa 

more  bulges  than  a fat  lady  in  Spandex.  It  grew  harder  to  Gate.  The  Old  City  was  in  the  midst  of  Ramadan  and  Yom 

find  food  and  rooms,  while  temperatures  soared  to  ninety  Kippur.  There  was  no  fanfare.  I was  only  one  solitary  peace 


degrees.  Still,  we  persevered. 

Despite  language  barriers,  espe- 
cially in  Eastern  Europe,  I often 
chatted  with  locals  about  our  peace 
trek.  We  were  a novelty.  Newspa- 
pers or  television  crews  in  the  larger 
cities  interviewed  us  and  we  reached 
millions  with  a message  of  peace. 

Not  surprisingly,  their  reaction  was 
warm  and  often  emotional,  as  they’d 
suffered  for  centuries  with  the  dev- 
astation of  war. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  no  sooner 
did  we  reach  Belgrade,  than  Israel 
and  Hezbollah  traded  missiles.  So 
we  vowed  to  re-evaluate  the  wisdom 
of  continuing  once  we  reached 
Istanbul.  To  risk  it  all  and  walk 
through  a war  zone  seemed  reckless, 
especially  when  I was  determined  to 
find  a route  that  others  might  safely  follow. 

Outside  Belgrade,  our  path  followed  the  T'  century  Ro- 
man Via  Militarise  while  the  sizzling  weather  battled  our 
bodies.  By  the  time  we  reached  Istanbul,  my  dehydrated 
friend  decided  to  return  home.  I also  made  a difficult  choice. 
With  the  wildfire  of  war  possibly  spreading  to  Syria,  an 
Ebola-type  virus  infecting  parts  of  Anatolia,  an  attack  on 
our  Damascus  embassy,  and  the  murder  of  tourists  in 
Amman,  I’d  continue  alone  across  Turkey’s  barren  plains  to 
coastal  Alanya.  That  route  coincided  with  a later  Crusader 
trail  via  Cyprus. 

Given  our  government’s  bumbling  foreign  policies,  I was 
initially  uncertain  about  folks’  reaction  to  an  American  stum- 
bling through  Muslim  regions.  However  hardly  a day  passed 
that  I wasn’t  taken  under  someone’s  wing.  People  reached 
out,  curious  about  my  quest.  Alanya’s  television  station  even 
insisted  on  shooting  an  interview  before  I headed  to  north- 
ern Cyprus. 

The  notorious  border  between  the  north  and  south  had 
only  recently  opened  after  more  than  thirty  years.  So  I was 
relieved  to  cross  without  incident  and  then  trek  through 
sleepy  mountain  villages  to  Limassol,  where  I caught  a 
freighter  to  the  recently  shelled  port  of  Haifa,  Israel. 

The  new  Israel  National  Trail  led  me  off- road  into 


pilgrim  entering  a city  held  sacred  by  three 
major  religions,  grateful  to  all  who’d  helped 
me  realize  a dream. 

Was  it  fulfilling?  Most  definitely.  I 
found  the  same  meditative,  transcendent 
moments  I’d  discovered  on  other  pilgrim- 
ages. Yet  most  of  all,  I hope  I planted  seeds 
along  the  trail.  With  nourishment,  they  will 
take  root  and  this  Templar  Trail  will  be- 
come a true  international  path  for  peace  that 
all  may  walk  in  brotherhood. 

After  seven  million  small  steps,  I dis- 
covered each  of  us  can  make  a difference. 
We  are  all  pilgrims,  each  on  our  own  path. 
Walking  leads  to  gaining  peace  within.  In 
that  way,  eventually  war  will  become  un- 
conscionable. Darkness  will  be  dispelled 
with  light — one  person,  one  step  at  a 
time.D 


Brandon  writes:  “I  had  my  first 
taste  of  life  on  the  road  at  six — and 
haven’t  stopped.  It  all  began  in  an 
old  red  and  white  Chevy,  with  a 
burlap-covered  water  bag  strapped 
onto  the front  grill.  With  my father 
behind  the  wheel,  we  sailed  wide- 
eyed  across  the  wide  expanse  of  an 
uncluttered  America  and  I was 
hooked  on  travel — my  sweet  addic- 
tion. Growing  up  in  Pennsylvania’s 
Ohio  River  Valley,  I’ve  been  writ- 
ing since  I was  in  my  teens.  “ His  first  book  was  Yak  Butter 
Blues,  about  a 650-mile  trek  of  faith  and  survival  that  he 
and  his  wife  took  along  Buddhist  pilgrims’  trail from  Lhasa 
to  Kathmandu.  His  next  travel  adventure  book.  Dead  Men 
Don’t  Leave  Tips:  Adventures  X Africa  (2005)  is  about  a 
‘’crazed  7 -month  journey  across  some  of  the  wildest  regions  of 
Africa  with  some  of  the  most  bizarre  traveling  companions 
possible.  ” His  latest  book  is  about  a 2, 620-mile  walk for  peace 
from  France  to  Jerusalem  in  late  2006.  Along  the  Templar 
Trail  interweaves  adventure,  history.  Templar  values,  poli- 
tics, mysticism  and  modern  conflict.  To  find  out  more  or  to 
order  a copy,  go  to  http://www.pilgrimstales.com. 
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Matters  of  Great  Importance 


by  Don  Elton  Smith 

Ft  Collins  (CO)  Meeting 

There  is  a little  minimum-security  prison  in  San  Raphael  County, 
high  in  the  Colorado  Rockies.  Much  of  its  administration  is  done 
through  the  much  larger  facility  located  near  Canon  City.  Why  this 
tiny  little  prison  was  located  in  such  a remote  place  is  not  entirely 
clear  to  me.  I suspect  it  had  to  do  with  political  considerations;  a 
legislator  arranging  for  a ladling  out  of  state  funds  in  the  form  of 
construction  costs  and  payrolls  to  grateful  voters  in  an  area  where  job 
opportunities  are  few. 

The  euphemistic  name  for  this  prison  is  Los  Coyotes  Rehabili- 
tation Center.  I made  the  drive  up  there  to  meet  a Ramon  X,  who 
was  to  be  released  on  a Wednesday  in  August  of  last  year.  Part  of  the 
outreach  program  of  my  church  is  operating  a halfway  house  for  re- 
leased prisoners.  That  is  the  channel  through  which  Ramon  X had 
become  known  to  us.  The  Prison  Authority  had  written  to  our  half- 
way house  that  Ramon  was  to  be  released  on  this  Wednesday.  Since 
there  was  no  public  transportation  anywhere  near  this  outpost,  could 
we  possibly  come  and  give  him  a ride  to  our  facility? 

Prison  visiting  is  not  something  I do,  but  on  this  particular  occa- 
sion I had  the  flexibility  in  my  work  schedule  to  make  the  trip  mid- 
week, and  I do  enjoy  a drive  through  mountain  country.  The  late 
morning  light  was  bright  and  the  sun  already  hot.  Large  thunder- 
heads  loomed  up  over  the  ridge  ahead.  Perhaps  there  would  be  a rain 
shower  later  in  the  day;  brief,  fast-moving  storms  were  common 
enough  in  this  country. 

I arrived  a little  after  the  lunch  hour  and  introduced  myself  to 
the  two  security  guards  in  the  outer  office,  one  who  manned  the  desk 
and  telephone,  and  the  other  apparently  just  passing  the  time  of  day. 
“All  the  paper  work  is  done,  and  he  is  set  to  go,”  the  officer  on  duty 
said,  and  he  waved  his  hand  toward  a corner  of  the  room.  As  my  eye 
followed  the  movement  I saw  my  passenger  for  the  first  time.  Ramon 
was  sitting  easily  on  a straight-backed  chair,  a canvas  duffle  bag  on 
the  floor  beside  him.  I judged  he  was  40  years  of  age,  older  than  most 
of  the  men  in  prison.  His  hair  and  mustache  had  flecks  of  gray.  I 
guessed  from  both  his  appearance  and  his  name  that  he  was  His- 
panic. He  gave  no  sign  of  greeting  until  I spoke  to  him,  and  then 
only  a nod  and  a low  grunt  of  “Howdy.” 

“O.K.  Ramon.  You’re  free  to  go,”  said  the  officer  on  duty. 

“Yeah,”  chimed  in  the  other  guard,  “and  take  care  of  that  note- 
book, Ramon.  You’d  better  carry  some  Ex-Lax,  just  in  case,”  and  he 
broke  into  a loud  high-pitched  cackle. 

A conscientious  objector  during  WWII,  Don  Smith  has  been  an  active 
Friend for  many  decades.  He  helped  start  Grass  Valley  and  Monterey  Pen- 
insula Friends  Meetings.  He  also  helped  start  and  taught  at  Woolman 
School.  A former  farmer  as  well  as  teacher,  he  currently  spends  his  time 
writing  and  gardening.  This  story  is  reprinted  from  Pilgrimage  (see 
pilgrimagepress.  org). 


Ramon  gave  him  a faint  smile  and  a wave. 
"'Adidsf  he  said.  We  moved  through  the  doorway 
and  into  the  sunlight. '' iQuefelicidadT  he  muttered. 

“You  haven’t  had  much  time  in  the  sun  each 
day?”  I asked. 

''Un  poco;  no  mas!'  Oh,  I’m  sorry.  I think 
mostly  in  Spanish.  Well,  most  days  they  don’t  let 
me  out  in  the  yard  at  all.” 

“Why  was  that?” 

Quien  sabe?  They  don’t  Uke  me  talking  Span- 
ish to  the  other  Latinos.  They  don’t  know  what  I 
say,  so  they  expect  it  is  bad — very  bad.” 

“What  do  you  mean  bad?” 

“They  say  my  words  make  trouble;  make  the 
others  have  a bad  attitude.  And  so  they  put  me  in 
a cell  alone  where  I can  talk  to  no  one.  Only  let 
me  outside  two  or  three  times  a month.” 

“They  had  no  right  to  do  that!  They  could  be 
prosecuted.” 

“No  right,  you  say?  Out  here  they  do  as  they 
like.  Who  would  know?  Nobody  comes  up  here 
to  visit  or  to  check  up  on  them.  I could  tell  you  a 
lot;  I have  been  here  almost  five  years.” 

We  had  reached  my  car,  and  I placed  the  duffle 
bag  on  the  back  seat.  Ramon  climbed  in  and  I 
circled  around  to  the  driver’s  side.  I did  not  ask 
him  any  more  about  his  imprisonment.  I had  un- 
derstood that  it  was  bad  manners  to  begin  by  ask- 
ing what  he  had  done  to  end  up  in  jail.  I searched 
around  for  a neutral  subject.  “You  have  had  lunch?” 
“Oh,  yeah,  before  I checked  out.” 
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He  did  not  seem  inclined  to  talk.  A mile  or  more  down 
the  road  we  followed  a sweeping  curve  to  the  left.  Off  to 
the  southwest  the  clouds  had  thickened  and  were  dark  and 
glowering.  “Look  at  that  sky,”  I said.  “I’ll  bet  we  get  rain 
before  long.” 

“No.  I think  not  today.” 

“Well,  if  not,  it’s  missing  a good  chance.  Or  doesn’t  it 
rain  very  much  here?” 

“Oh  yeah;  rains  a lot  in  spring  and  summer  but  it’s — 
you  know — uneven.  Some  days  yes  and  some  days  no. 
Maybe  much;  maybe  little.  ^Comprende?” 

I nodded.  We  sat  in  silence  for  a while  as  the  miles 
slipped  by.  At  last  Ramon  took  up  the  thread  of  the  subject 
again.  “I  know  these  rains  here  very  well;  better  than  any- 
one. I have  all  the  information  right  here  in  my  little  book.” 
He  tapped  his  shirt  pocket. 

“You  have  Weather  Bureau  records?” 

“No,  no.  My  records.  Every  day — except  in  snow 
times — I keep  records.” 

“You  had  a rain  gauge?” 

“No,  amigo,  no.  I don’t  think  you  will  understand.  But 
you  see  I am  locked  in  this  little  room,  alone,  nearly  all  the 
time.  No  one  to  talk  to,  and  I don’t  read.  Don’t  do  anything. 
A man  could  go  crazy!  I used  to  carve;  you  know,  out  of 
wood.  But  of  course  they  don’t  let  me  have  a knife  in  prison!” 
He  laughed.  “So  what  do  I do?  I have  this  little  window.  I 
can  see  the  ground  outside.  When  it  rains  on  the  roof,  the 
water  runs  down  over  the  edge  and  falls  in  little  trickles  to 
the  ground,  and  where  it  hits  it  drills  little  holes.  Comprendei 
And  these  little  holes  all  in  a row  make  a kind  of  channel, 
and  since  the  ground  is  sloping  the  water  all  runs  one  way 
down  the  hiU.  It  makes  the  channel  bigger.  So  I watch  this 
water,  how  much,  how  fast  it  fills  the  little  holes;  I invent 
ways  to  kind  of  measure  it,  and  I make  code  marks  in  my 
little  book  each  day  for  when  it  is  wet:  how  much,  how  fast, 
how  long  it  rains;  and  even  if  it  is  a dry  day  I mark  that,  too. 
Every  day  I make  a record.” 

“I  understand.  It  provided  you  with  a project:  some- 
thing to  do.  An  interest  to  occupy  your  mind.” 

'' jExactamente!  This  way  my  time  here  was  not  a waste. 
I have  this  valuable  information.  And  those  bastards  almost 
took  it  away  from  me.  But  I fooled  them.”  He  laughed  out 
loud.  “I  fooled  them,  those  stupid  baboons!”  Another  big 
laugh.  “When  I am  to  get  out,  they  search  everything  I 
have.  They  take  my  little  book  and  look  at  all  the  pages. 
They  see  the  dates,  and  all  these  other  little  marks  that  they 
don’t  know.  They  say  they  will  keep  the  book  because  I have 
made  secret  records  in  it  of  inmates,  guards,  prison  proce- 
dures, who-knows-what?  So  I can’t  have  it.  iComprende}  But 
I tell  them  it  is  just  a personal  record.  I make  very  a serious 
face;  I pretend  I am  very  embarrassed.  They  ask  what  kind 
of  personal  record.  Slowly  I say  that  it  is  about  my  constipa- 
tion: what  days  I go,  what  days  I don’t;  and  my  stools:  how 


much  and  what  they  are  like.  It  is  very  important  to  me  for 
my  health,  I say.  They  think  that  is  very  fiinny  and  make 
dirty  remarks  and  bray  like  donkeys.  But  I had  fooled  them; 
I got  my  book  back,  so  I didn’t  care.” 

“Well,  that  was  very  clever  of  you.  So  that’s  what  the 
officer  was  talking  about  when  he  mentioned  you  getting 
some  Ex-Lax.  I thought  that  was  an  odd  remark;  and  he 
seemed  so  tickled  with  the  idea.” 

“That  one  is  a real  donkey.  He  gives  me  no  respect.  He 
thinks  I know  nothing;  can  do  nothing.  Well,  let  him  think!” 
he  frowned. 

“How  can  you  use  these  records  you  have  kept?  They 
don’t  have  any  importance  in  studying  runoff,  or  water  stor- 
age, or  erosion,  or  anything  that  I can  think  of.” 

Ramon  was  suddenly  aroused.  “No  importance?  Of 
course  they  are  important!”  I saw  a savage  challenge  in  his 
eyes.  “You  think,  just  because  here  at  Los  Coyotes,  these 
waters  are  just  trickles  off  the  roof,  they  are  not  important? 
You  are  wrong,  man.  jEs  muy  importante!  These  waters  are 
part  of  Coyote  Creek.  And  where  does  that  go?  Into  the 
great  Arkansas  River,  no?  These  waters  flow  thousands  of 
miles  across  the  continent;  through  Colorado,  Kansas,  Okla- 
homa, Arkansas.”  His  arms  were  flailing  about  now  as  he 
attempted  to  express  the  vast  distances.  “And  then  you  know 
where  they  flow?  Into  the  great  Mississippi  River,  the  Fa- 
ther of  Waters.  Almost  an  ocean  itself;  ships  sail  on  it.  All 
great  things  have  little  beginnings;  and  with  no  beginnings, 
there  is  nothing  at  all.  And  the  water  from  my  Coyote  roof 
is  that  beginning!” 

His  eyes  locked  on  mine  with  an  uncanny  fire.  It  fright- 
ened me.  Suddenly  I had  unlocked  an  unexpected  and  ap- 
parently irrational  force.  My  immediate  response  was  to 
soothe  him.  “You’re  quite  right  about  the  importance  of  be- 
ginnings, Ramon.” 

I realized  I had  antagonized  him  and  I certainly  did  not 
want  to  stir  any  further  fury.  He  seemed  to  settle  back  and 
relax,  and  I did  not  offer  any  further  conversation.  I was 
thinking  how  that  little  book  he  carried  in  his  shirt  pocket 
was  of  such  significance  to  him.  Perhaps  his  salvation?  Mak- 
ing those  rain  observations  from  his  cramped  little  cell  had 
given  his  existence  meaning;  perhaps  had  saved  him  from 
going  crazy  in  his  isolation.  Or  had  it?  Just  now  I had  seen 
in  his  eyes  the  fiiry  of  a wild  man.  Maybe  he  had  gone  crazy 
in  the  Los  Coyotes  Rehabilitation  Center,  and  this  little 
notebook  of  meticulous  little  symbols  was  proof  of  his  de- 
rangement. 

After  all,  a lot  of  twaddle  about  drips  of  rain  off  the  roof 
making  up  a part  of  the  Mississippi  might  well  be  the  rant- 
ing of  a madman.  One  might  even  concede  that  it  could  be 
considered  poetic,  but  certainly  not  a practical  truth.  Then 
again,  the  words  might  be  literally  true:  the  rain  in  Colo- 
rado might  eventually  empty  into  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  but 
what  of  it?  Such  words  don’t  say  anything  that  is  meaning- 
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fill.  Lots  of  people  talk  that  way,  I reasoned,  mouthing  all 
sorts  of  statements  that  are  unconnected  with  reality.  They 
speak  of  God,  democracy,  moral  obligations  and  other  fine 
concepts,  but  where  is  the  link  with  reality,  with  what  they 
are  doing?  But  does  that  mean  they  are  crazy?  No.  I would 
say  they  don’t  think  critically,  or  just  don’t  think.  Maybe 
Ramon  is  like  that,  except  he  flew  into  a rage  about  it.  Of 
course  a lot  of  people  do  that,  too;  they  fight,  even  go  to  war 
over  religion  and  politics.  And  no  one  considers  that  they 
are  crazy.  Maybe  Ramon  isn’t  crazy,  I thought,  but  he  is  on 
the  edge.  Push  him  a little  further,  argue  with  him  a little 
longer,  and  he  might  well  explode  into  violence.  That’s  when 
they  bring  the  straight  jacket  or  get  out  the  hypodermic 
needles. 

Now  Ramon  began  speaking  again.  “No  importance? 
That  is  the  way  they  treat  me  at  Los  Coyotes.  Every  day  the 
things  they  do  to  me  says,  ‘You  are  our  prisoner.  You  are  a 
little  shit.  You  don’t  amount  to  anything.  You  will  never 
amount  to  anything.’  Well,  they  don’t  know.  I have  garnered 
important  information,  and  someday. . . You  will  see!  lam 
like  that  little  trickle  of  water  that  is  connected  with  the 
Arkansas  and  the  Mississippi.  Si,  es  verdad.  I am  a little 
man,  but  I am  connected — en  espiritu — to  the  men  who  live 
in  Granite,  and  Salida,  and  the  city  of  Pueblo.  And  on  and 
on  to  peoples  of  the  great  cities:  Wichita,  Tulsa,  Little  Rock 
and  New  Orleans.  Even  to  all  my  compatriots  in  Mexico 
City;  even  to  all  of  humanity.  I am  part  of  that  Gran  Pueblo. 


That  is  no  bull.  gComprende? 

“Yes,  you  are  right,  Ramon.”  Now  I’m  thinking  that 
maybe  he  is  not  so  crazy.  I think  I am  also  beginning  to  see 
why  the  security  guards  wanted  to  keep  him  away  from  the 
other  inmates.  Ramon  and  I talked  for  some  time  about  what 
an  individual’s  place  is  in  this  world,  or  what  it  might  be.  I 
marveled  how  this  unschooled  man  could  be  so  philosophi- 
cal and  how  strong  his  sense  of  the  human  community 
seemed  to  be. 

“But,”  I asked  him,  “what  about  those  ‘donkeys’  as  you 
call  them,  at  Los  Coyotes?  Who  are  they  connected  with? 
Are  they  part  of  the  Gran  Pueblo'^  When  I am  most  idealis- 
tic, I think  they  must  be  our  brothers,  too.” 

“/A/b  me  digaT  It  was  a sarcastic  expletive,  delivered  with 
a snarl.  “Well,  amigo,  you  are  very  ignorant.  You  don’t  know 
them.  They  may  walk  on  their  hind  legs  but  they  are  no 
brothers  of  mine!  I say  their  names  and  I spit!” 

He  turned  his  head  from  me  and  looked  out  of  the  side 
window.  We  were  coming  into  the  city  now,  and  in  a few  more 
minutes  would  be  at  the  halfway  house.  No  more  was  said 
about  the  little  notebook  and  its  important  information;  we 
talked  no  more  of  a single  person  and  how  important  he  might 
be  in  the  great  scheme  of  things.  I was  preoccupied  with  driv- 
ing through  the  afternoon  traffic,  and  Ramon  was  gaping  at 
the  new  SUV  models  that  had  appeared  on  the  roads  during 
his  incarceration  at  Los  Coyotes.  □ 


nnernet  Revelations 


/^^rumbs!”  I said  to  myself  “Why  doesn’t  Daniel  think  to  wipe  the 
counter  after  he  cooks?”  Then  I caught  myself:  judging  again! 
Critically  judging  Daniel,  who  is  the  only  man  I’ve  known  who  is  quite 
at  home  in  the  kitchen — in  fact,  who  claims  it  as  his  territory  in  ways 
I’ve  not  experienced  with  men,  previously. 

My  instant  reaction  wasn’t  so  much  about  crumbs,  I realized,  as 
about  the  disruption  of  what  I’d  accomplished  the  night  before:  clean 
dishes  and  kitchen  counters.  I reacted  from  a deep-felt  need  to  have  at 
least  one  area  of  my  life  under  my  control:  a territorial  imperative.  Worst 
of  all,  this  instant  criticism  of  my  partner,  who  shops  for  us  and  often 
cooks  for  us,  was  not  my  chosen  reaction.  It  came  out  of  a layer  of  my 
self  that  I’d  prefer  didn’t  exist:  the  critical  judge.  This  reactive  pattern 
has  been  built  into  me,  it  seems,  from  a lifetime  of  defensive  action/ 
reaction.  This  reminds  me  of  Paul’s  lament:  what  I would  do,  I don’t; 
what  I would  not  do,  that  I do! 

I’ve  been  working  for  some  time  on  becoming  conscious  of  my  “in- 
ner judge”  that  finds  others — but  primarily  my  self  — inadequate,  or 
just  plain  wrong.  This  is  discernment  tipped-over  into  destructive  emo- 
tional energy.  The  result  is  disruption  of  my  effective  living  as  a con- 
scious spiritual  being  and  sabotage  of  my  effort  to  grow  into  true  part- 


nership. I had  a good  idea  where  this  began — in 
the  many  blows  to  my  self-regard  and  well-be- 
ing, throughout  my  hfetime.  Now  that  I was  con- 
scious of  this  reaction  tripping  me  up,  what  could 
I do  about  it? 

T suddenly  remember  an  experience  with  my 
computer.  I was  locked  out  of  using  it  because,  as 
the  message  on  the  screen  informed  me,  “this 
function  is  only  available  to  the  administrator.” 
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Well,  if  I wasn’t  the  administrator,  who  was?  How  did  it 
happen  that  this  computer,  which  was  dedicated  to  my  sole 
usage,  should  suddenly  decide  that  I did  not  have  the  au- 
thority to  give  it  commands?  Finally,  after  struggling  be- 
yond my  knowledge  to  find  the  source  of  the  problem,  I 
took  my  computer  to  an  expert.  He  found  and  cleared  a soft- 
ware virus.  I had  to  have  him  reload  all  my  programs  and 
personal  files  after  he  cleared  the  computer  of  the  problem. 
Then  I switched  my  virus  protection  software  company. 
Since  then.  I’ve  had  no  more  problems  of  this  sort  with  my 
computer. 

Aha!  Revelation!  This  is  the  problem  I’m  facing  in  my 
inner  life  and  my  resulting  actions.  /,  as  I know  myself,  am 
not  the  designated  administrator.  Then  who  is}  Who  keeps 
giving  the  “critical  judgment”  command;  the  “defend  against 
all  illegal  actions  and  entries”  command?  It’s  my  uncon- 
scious personality,  I see.  Somehow  I’ve 
picked  up  a virus  that  subverts  my  con- 
scious purpose  and  commands.  I’ve  be- 
come the  host  of  invisible  cookies  that 
give  access  to  my  functioning  from  un- 
conscious programming. 

In  this  flash  of  awareness,  I knew  ex- 
actly what  I had  to  do.  I had  to  change 
my  designated  administrator  to  one  who 
was  not  susceptible  to  these  disabling 
messages.  There  is  an  aspect  of  myself,  I 
knew,  that  could  clearly  discern  these  dis- 
ruptive cookies,  with  their  invasive  pro- 
gramming, and  override  their  influence. 

I spoke  out  loud,  giving  the  command  necessary  to  dismantle 
the  current  unconscious,  reactive  (and  infected!)  program- 
ming with  a shift  to  input  and  direction  from  this  higher 
aspect  of  myself. 

“Mind,”  I addressed  my  conscious  mind,  “you  are  doing 
your  best  to  protect  me  from  what  you  see  as  danger.  In  this 
way,  you  trigger  alarms  whenever  you  decide  there  is  an  in- 
vasion of  my  territory  or  a possible  attack  on  my  way  of  liv- 
ing and  self-perception.  I appreciate  your  efforts  on  my  be- 
half but  they  are  misplaced.  You’ve  been  infected  with  vi- 
ruses from  my  cultural  conditioning!  You  are  hosting  many 
reactive  cookies  that  allow  disruptive,  destructive  influences 
to  control  your  thinking  process  and  my  mind/body’s  re- 
sulting reactions.  You  cause  me  to  react  with  critical  judg- 
ments to  trivia.  This  causes  an  energy  leakage  and  ultimate 
system  break-down.  Our  mutual  human  system  was  not 
designed  to  be  kicked  into  constant  alert  mode! 

“Therefore,  I am  replacing  you,  mind,  as  the  overall  ad- 
ministrator of  our  mutual  life  effort.  From  this  time  on,  you 
are  relieved  of  the  burden  of  making  judgments.  You  may 
present  your  discernment  oi  danger  or  of  infringement  of  ter- 
ritory to  the  new  Administrator:  my  True  Self  You  will  abide 
by  the  guidance  and  decisions  of  this  Self. 


“This  should  come  as  a great  relief  to  you,  mind,  as  you 
have  been  carrying  a burden  that  is  too  much  for  you.  You 
are  greats  in  your  quick  reactions  to  actual  physical  danger. 
You  can  still  act  immediately  in  these  situations.  In  all  oth- 
ers,  you  take  your  commands  from  the  new  A/dministrator.” 

Since  this  talk  with  my  mind.  I’ve  felt  a new  ease  in  my 
relationship  with  myself,  with  Daniel — and  with  the  actions 
of  mankind  in  the  world.  Often,  as  my  new  Administrator 
discerns  these,  I see  them  in  clear  light:  what  is  wholesome, 
what  is  destructive.  Without  wasting  energy  in  judging  those 
involved  in  destructive  actions,  I am  shown  what  is  mine  to 
do  and  what  is  not  in  the  scope  of  my  limited  life  effort.  I 
don’t  need  to  carry  the  burden  of  all  the  world’s  ills — or  my 
own  failings!  I turn  it  all  over  to  the  new  Administrator. 

This  Administrator  is  an  expert  in  accessing  true  infor- 
mation and  guidance  from  the  Innernet.  When  my  con- 
scious self  is  confused  or  stressed.  I’m 
remembering  that  there  is  help — if 
I take  the  appropriate  action  to  ac- 
cess this.  Just  as  our  computers  can’t 
access  information  and  communica- 
tion on  the  Internet  unless  they  are 
turned  on  and  hooked-up  to  Internet 
service,  we  can’t  access  the  Innernet, 
or  clear  communication  with  others, 
unless  we  are  hooked  up  to  the 
Source  of  all  such  information  and 
connection.  Our  True  Self  Admin- 
istrator knows  the  procedures  and 
passwords  to  connect  with  this 
Source.  This  allows  the  necessary  information,  new  per- 
spectives and  appropriate  communication  with  concerned 
others  to  flow  into  our  conscious  lives.  But,  we  have  to  turn 
on  the  mechanism  that  allows  such  information  to  flow! 

I do  this  by  entering  into  an  inner  condition  of  Silence 
and  receptivity.  I consciously  give  over  to  the  One  who  is 
directing  the  focus  and  actions  of  my  deeper  life:  who  helps 
me  to  follow  my  intentional  ideals  for  the  shape  of  my  life. 
My  Administrator  takes  direction  from  this  One:  the  Ulti- 
mate Source.  Through  the  resulting  Innernet  chat  rooms 
and  focus  groups,  I meet  with  others  of  similar  purpose  and 
life  direction.  Together  we  rejoice  in  the  effectiveness  of 
our  directed  group  actions. 

In  short,  critical  judgment — with  its  energy  leakage! — 
is  being  replaced  with  positive  cues  for  effective  action  and 
loving  relationships.  I have  to  remember,  though,  that  my 
virus  protection  needs  to  be  kept  up-to-date.  I need  to  regu- 
larly tune  in  to  my  chosen  Administrator,  and  follow  the 
suggested  protocols.  My  Administrator  will  direct  the  ac- 
tion of  my  discerning  Spiritual  Mind — my  virus  protection 
software — to  regularly  screen  my  currently  loaded,  mostly 
unconscious  software  programs.  Thus  protected,  I can  move 
through  my  life  in  confidence  and  in  joy.  □ 
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A Night  at  Friends  House  to  Honor  Marie  Schutz 

Librarian  Extraordinaire 

by  Margaret  Peck 

Friends  House  Resident 


On  the  evening  of  May  9*,  2007,  the  residents  of  Friends 
House,  a Quaker  retirement  center  in  Santa  Rosa,  Califor- 
nia, gathered  in  the  library,  filling  it  to  overflowing  to  honor 
Marie  Schutz,  who  is  retiring  after 
22  years  of  devoted  service  as 
Friends  House  volunteer  librarian. 

After  an  introductory  tribute  by 
Paul  Burks,  Jane  Mills  “inter- 
viewed” Marie,  asking  leading 
questions  about  the  early  days. 

Marie  began  with  the  really 
early  days,  in  the  1960s,  when  she 
and  her  husband  Bob  Schutz  were 
part  of  a small  group  of  Quakers 
who  dreamed  of  a Quaker  home  for 
the  elderly.  She  told  of  the  years  of 
planning,  site  search,  and  creative 
financing,  which  brought  the 
dream  to  reality.  In  her  “Life  Story” 
of  the  library,  Marie  acknowledged 
the  early  contributions  of  Elizabeth 
Boardman,  one  of  the  original 
dreamers  and  Executive  Director  of 
Friends  House  during  its  first  five 
years,  and  Catherine  Storey,  a resi- 
dent. Planning  of  the  library  with 
recessed  bookshelves  and  movable 
shelves  and  furniture  ensured  the 
room’s  suitability  for  meetings  and 
programs.  Marie  told  us  that  in  the 
library’s  22-year  history  the  total 
purchase  of  new  books  was  exactly 
20!  Except  for  those  20,  every  book 
has  been  donated  by  a resident  or 
friend,  with  steady  growth  to  a remarkably  diverse  and  com- 
prehensive collection,  which  numbers  over  5,500.  Marie,  a 
professional  librarian  before  moving  to  Friends  House,  spoke 
with  deep  feeling  of  her  love  for  the  library  and  her  years  of 
shepherding  it.  Our  burst  of  applause  showed  our  high  re- 
gard and  appreciation  for  her  wonderful  work. 

The  first  “act”  on  the  program  was  a melodrama,  “Talk- 
ing Books,”  written  and  directed  by  resident  Hall  Cushman. 
Members  of  the  library  committee  emoted  with  heart  rend- 
ing exaggeration  their  grief  over  Marie’s  empty  chair  and 
obsessed  about  being  weeded  and  sent  off  to  be  sold  on 


Amazon.com.  Wearing  identifying  signs  of  various  book 
categories,  they  squabbled  over  popularity  among  readers 
and  vied  for  space  on  the  library  shelves.  Card  Catalog  wor- 
ried about  the  care  of 
Marie’s  files,  which  had 
“out-Deweyed”  Dewey. 
Library  Committee  reas- 
sured aU  the  “noisy  ner- 
vous Nellies”  they  would 
try  to  live  up  to  Marie’s 
high  standards,  making 
sure  books  and  card  cata- 
log are  in  agreement,  “like 
good  Quakers.”  Hall, 
speaking  as  Jim  Johnson 
(current  Friends  House 
Director),  closed  the 
melodrama,  calling  the  li- 
brary the  “very  heart  of 
Friends  House.”  He  af- 
firmed, “Marie  recently  said 
that  her  eyesight  is  dimin- 
ishing, but  we  know  her  vi- 
sion is  clear.  We  appreciate 
all  her  accomplishments 
and  wiU  depend  on  the  clar- 
ity of  her  vision  in  the  fu- 
ture.” More  enthusiastic  ap- 
plause as  we  all  agreed! 

The  Friends  House 
Quartet  sang  two  familiar 
songs,  changing  words  to  fit 
the  occasion.  “This  little 
light  of  mine”  became  “This 
library  so  fine,  Marie  made  it  shine.”  Instead  of  “Cornin’ 
round  the  mountain”  it  was,  “She’s  been  cornin’  to  the  li- 
brary for  years.”  After  a chorus  or  two  they  invited  us  to  sing 
along  and  we  all  had  fim  with  the  Marie  version  of  the  songs. 
This  popular  group  sings  with  such  warmth  and  vitality  that 
their  music  adds  a bright  note  to  any  program. 

Then  there  were  gift  presentations,  the  first  by  Char- 
lotte Smith,  one  of  the  Friends  House  Stitch  Witches,  who 
is  well  known  for  her  quilt  making.  Marie’s  quilt  is  small 
and  lightweight,  perfect  for  a cozy  nap.  Charlotte  does  all 
the  quilting  by  hand,  then  appliques  some  sort  of  figure  on 


Marie,  Jane  Mills,  and  Hall  Cushman,  who  wrote  the  skit. 
Photos  Virginia  Thornthwaite. 


Marie  and  Jane  Mills 
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top.  Marie’s  quilt  is  decorated  with  a 
bright  yellow  flower,  which  Charlotte 
calls,  “Sort  of  a sunflower.”  The  final 
touch  is  residents’  autographs  all  around 
the  quilt’s  border.  Marie’s  thank  you  was 
“close  to  tears.” 

A gift  from  the  bead  makers,  a 
double  strand  of  beautiful,  bright  beads, 
was  presented  by  Harriett  Gordon,  who 
teaches  the  class.  How  they  make  these 
very  unusual  beads  seemed  such  a mys- 
tery to  me  I asked  Harriett  for  help  in 
understanding  the  process,  which  she 
kindly  provided.  Marie’s  necklace  is  one 
of  a kind,  made  especially  for  her  and  of 
course  she  immediately  put  it  on. 

The  final  gift,  presented  by  Eliza- 
beth Jones,  was  a framed  certificate  of 
appreciation,  composed  by  Ann  Scott 
and  written  by  EHzabeth  in  her  beauti- 
ful calligraphy.  Marie  promised  it  would 
hang  in  the  library.  The  program  con- 
cluded with  more  exuberant  applause 
and  warm  hugs  as  folks  crowded  around 
Marie  for  a personal  word  of  apprecia- 
tion. 

Then  we  made  our  way  down  the 
hall  to  Commons  C,  where  pink  table- 
cloths and  bouquets  of  Friends  House 
roses  created  a festive  party  scene.  It  was 
dessert  time,  a buffet  of  cakes,  pies, 
cheesecakes,  and  brownies,  aU  prepared 
by  our  resident  good  cooks.  Tea,  coffee, 
conversation  and  aU  that  sweetness  pro- 
vided a rich  finale  to  an  evening  which 
was  rich  in  every  way. 

For  several  days  my  thoughts  kept 
returning  to  “Marie’s  Evening,”  with  the 
feeling  a particular  theme  had  played 
throughout  each  moment.  Everything 
that  happened  that  evening  came  di- 
rectly from  Friends  House  residents, 
residents  showing  love  and  respect,  resi- 
dents showing  imagination  and  creativ- 
ity, residents  ready  to  participate. 
Clearly,  the  theme  of  the  evening  was 
Friends  House  spirit,  that  sense  of  a 
sharing,  caring,  can-do  community, 
which  makes  Friends  House  such  a spe- 
cial place  for  all  of  us  who  live  here.  Can 
the  name  Friends  House  carry  mean- 
ing as  a descriptive  word,  an  adjective? 
It  certainly  can.  □ 


FRIENDS  FIDUCIARY 

CORPORA  T 1 O N 


Responsible  Investing,  Planned  Giving 

Friends  Fiduciary  Corporation  (FFC)  is  an  independent 
Quaker  nonprofit.  Our  sole  mission  is  to  assist 
Friends  meetings  and  organizations  in  the  stewardship 
of  their  financial  resources. 

PROVIDING  FINANCIAL  SERVICES  GUIDED  BY 
FRIENDS  TESTIMONIES  AND  CONCERNS 

The  Consolidated  Fund,  a socially  responsible  investment 
fund  for  Friends  Meetings  and  nonprofit  organizations 

Planned  Giving  Services,  providing  Charitable  Gift  Annuities, 
Donor  Advised  Funds,  and  other  planned  giving  services 
to  support  the  development  efforts  of  Friends 
tax-exempt  organizations 


For  information,  please  contact: 

Friends  Fiduciary  Corporation 
215-241-7272  or  info@friendsfiduciary.org 
or  visit  our  website  at  wwvv.friendsfiduciary.org 
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IVIargaret  Rush  Gottlieb 

Margaret  Rush  was  born  at  Rush  Hill,  the  farm  homesteaded 
by  her  Quaker  great-grandparents  near  Fairmount,  Indiana,  on 
July  29, 1918.  She  was  the  fourth  daughter  of  Walter  Rush  and 
Ehzabeth  Johnson  Rush,  both  from  old  Quaker  families  that  had 
moved  to  the  Northwest  Territories  from  North  Carolina  and 
Virginia  to  leave  slavery.  She  grew  up,  a birthright  Friend,  in 
Fairmount  Friends  Church,  Indiana  Yearly  Meeting. 

She  graduated  from  Earlham  College,  where  she  was  part 
of  a circle  of  close  friends  who  continued  a round-robin  letter 
for  almost  70  years;  she  last  wrote  to  them  a week  before  her 
final  illness.  She  earned  a Master’s  in  international  law  and  a 
PhD  in  political  science.  While  working  in  Washington,  DC, 
she  met  Manuel  Gottlieb.  They  were  married  in  October  1944 
in  the  library  of  the  Florida  Avenue  Meetinghouse  after  the 
manner  of  Friends.  Manny  was  Jewish  and  their  marriage 
caused  some  consternation  in  both  families.  They  raised  their 
children  as  seekers  in  Quaker,  Methodist,  Congregational, 
Presbyterian,  Baptist  and  Reformed  Jewish  congregations  in 
the  course  of  the  years. 

From  1945  - 1948,  Manny,  an  economist,  was  part  of  the 
US  occupation  government  in  Berlin  and  Margaret  worked 
for  the  United  Nations  Relief  and  Rehabilitation 
Administration  (UNRA).  She  helped  displaced  persons  and 
refugees,  watched  the  survivors  of  the  Holocaust  trying  to  find 
the  remnants  of  their  families  and  then  helped  them  move  to 
the  West.  She  always  believed  that  what  she  had  done  with 
orphans  was  a significant  legacy. 

They  returned  to  the  United  States  in  1948  with  daughter 
Elizabeth,  and  had  three  more  children:  Deborah,  Judith  and 
Samuel.  An  exchange  student  from  Ghana,  Augustine  Kwasi 
Fosu,  lived  with  them  and  continues  to  be  a part  of  the  family. 
They  lived  in  a number  of  cities  before  settling  in  Milwaukee 
where  Manny  taught  at  the  University  of  Wisconsin- 
Milwaukee  for  23  years,  except  for  a two-year  exchange 
professorship  in  Dar-es-Salaam,  Tanzania,  where  Margaret 
did  research  that  provided  support  for  a successful  iodized  salt 
project  and  helped  with  a women’s  craft  cooperative. 

In  1985,  they  moved  to  Seattle.  Margaret  joined 
University  Meeting  on  February  9,  1986,  having  been  a 
member  of  Milwaukee’s  Plymouth  Congregational  Church 
and  Manitowish  Waters  Community  Church  (Presbyterian) 
after  leaving  Fairmount  Friends  Church.  She  wrote:  “I  would 
really  like  to  be  a member  where  my  heart  and  bones  say  that 
I belong.  I am  a good  deal  less  than  a saint,  but  I will  feel 
better  about  being  just  me  when  I am  again  unequivocally  a 
Quaker  as  I journey  in  doubt  and  in  faith.”  This  community 
became  her  circle  of  friends  and  center  of  most  of  her  activities, 
even  the  chamber  music  concerts  she  loved  to  attend.  She 
was  well  known  for  ‘cut-throat’  bridge  and  high  challenge 
Scrabble. 

She  was  an  active  member  of  the  Meeting,  serving  and/or 


clerking  Peace  and  Social  Concerns,  Friends  Center  and 
Nominating  Committees.  She  clerked  the  Care  Subcommittee 
for  6 years,  from  its  inception  in  1994  to  2000  and  then  continued 
to  serve  on  it  for  two  more  years.  In  many  ways,  this  was  a ministry 
that  fit  her  special  gifts,  especially  the  gift  of  seeing  people  and 
loving  them  as  they  are  and  seeing  they  were  cared  for. 

Her  love  extended  beyond  the  UFM  community.  She 
participated  in  all  but  one  of  the  Pacific  NW  Quaker  Women’s 
Theology  Conferences  from  the  first  in  1995  to  the  last  held  before 
she  died,  held  in  2006.  She  crossed  theological  lines  to  love  and  be 
loved  by  Evangelical  Friends  in  Northwest  Yearly  Meeting  and 
Freedom  Friends  Church  in  Salem,  Oregon.  She  was  welcomed 
at  “Cabrini”  retreats  for  sexual  minorities  and  their  friends.  For 
many  years  she  was  part  of  the  Prison  Worship  Group  at  the 
Washington  State  Reformatory  in  Monroe. 

A deep  relationship  with  Spirit  is  woven  through  her  hfe. 
She  knew  the  Bible  well  and  loved  it.  She  wrote:  “What  I do 
seek  for  myself  is  to  touch  the  feeling  of  Presence  I had  for  a 
few  moments  at  the  Silent  Retreat. . . Then  I stopped,  suddenly 
aware  of  Immediacy  and  Life  and  Living  Loving  Presence  in 
and  around  me  and  all  that  was  within  my  view. . . aU  of  this, 
including  me,  loved,  brooded  over  and  precious.” 

She  had  long  supported  conscious  living  and  dying,  and 
refused  extra  care  to  prolong  her  life.  She  died  peacefully  at 
home,  as  she  wanted:  without  pain,  loved  and  surrounded  by 
friends  and  family  on  September  18,  2007. 

Two  memorials  were  held  at  University  Friends  Meeting 
to  celebrate  her  life,  on  September  21  and  November  18, 2007. 
Margaret  will  be  deeply  missed.  She  had  lived  with  the 
unanswerable  questions,  in  simpUcity,  justice  and  peace.  She 


The  Pacific  Southwest  Regional  Office  of  the 
American  Friends  Service  Committee 

invites  you  to  join  us  in 

Lighting  the  Way  Forward: 
AFSC's  Next  90  Years 

May  31, 2008  11:15  A.M. 

Los  Angeles  Athletic  Club 
431  West  Seventh  Street 
Los  Angeles 

(convenient  to  the  7th  St.  Metro  Center) 

for  more  information  about  the 
event,  tickets  or  sponsorship 
opportunities: 
call  (213)  489-1900  ext.  122 
email  gala90@afsc.org 
WWW.  afsc.  org/gala90 
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leaves  behind,  as  she  signed  her  letters 
quoting  Margaret  Fell:  “Nothing  else  but 
All  my  Love.”  □ 

Stephanie  Kennedy 

Our  Friend,  Stephanie  Kennedy,  died 
in  June  2006.  Stephanie  was  a deeply  loved 
member  of  Strawberry  Creek  Meeting  who 
participated  actively  in  our  meeting  com- 
munity for  many  years. 

Stephanie  spent  her  earliest  days  with 
her  family  in  Berkeley.  However,  she  grew 
up  in  many  different  places,  including  the 
Philippines  and  Vietnam.  Her  father  ran 
libraries  for  the  US  Information  Service. 

Stephanie  s hfe  with  her  brother  Nick 
and  her  sister  Jane,  growing  up  in  Vietnam 
in  the  1950s,  was  unusual.  The  family  lived 
in  a prefabricated  American  ranch  house 
in  the  courtyard  of  the  embassy.  When  it 
was  time  to  go  to  school  her  parents  chose 
an  elite  boarding  school  in  the  mountains 
of  DaLat.  She  was  dropped,  unprepared, 
into  the  French  language  school  and  she 
survived.  It  was  the  most  difficult  experi- 
ence of  her  young  life.  The  first  months  of 
confusion  and  shunning  gave  way  to  her 
mastery  of  French.  Stephanie  carried  this 
experience  forward  into  a life-long  love  of 
French  culture.  This  experience  taught  her 
that  she  could  persevere  and  survive. 

As  a young  adult  at  UC  Berkeley  she 
was  an  undergraduate  in  anthropology  and 
later  earned  a Masters  in  Library  Science. 
She  worked  in  the  Richmond,  California 
Pubhc  Library.  She  enjoyed  working  in  the 
children’s  department,  the  bookmobile,  and 
at  the  reference  desk,  and  kept  in  touch  with 
librarians  throughout  the  Bay  Area  on  a 
personal  and  professional  level. 

Stephanie  married  John  Burke,  and 
their  daughter,  Sara,  was  bom  in  1964.  John 
and  Stephanie  divorced  when  Sara  was 


Books  For  Your  Book  Group 

A Qaahsr  Dedamihn  of  War, 
Vivid  case  studies  of  the  peace 
testimony  in  practice.  $6.95. 

Without  Apology,  liberal 
Quaker  theology  presented 
with  humor  and  depth.  $12.00. 

Tom  Fox  Was  My  Frhnd,  Yours,  Too. 
Letters  from  and  Reflections  on  the  witness 
of  a modern  Quaker  martyr,  $7.95. 

By  Chuck  Facer.  Ask  Your  Bookseller,  or  write; 
Kimo  Press,  Bo*  1344,  Fayetteville  NC  28302 


young.  Her  second  daughter,  Mary  Kate 
Joly,  was  born  in  1969.  Stephanie  raised 
Sara  on  her  own,  and  shared  custody  of  Kate 
with  her  father,  David  Joly. 

Stephanie  was  passionately  involved  in 
labor,  anti-war  and  social  justice  campaigns, 
including  the  work  of  the  United  Farm 
Workers.  She  became  active  in  Strawberry 
Creek  Meeting  in  1977  and  found  a place 
in  our  Meeting  community  to  support  her 
social  activism,  including  public  education, 
library  issues,  and  war  tax  resistance. 

She  came  to  Quakers  as  an  atheist,  and 
later,  without  noticing  it,  found  she  was  no 
longer  an  atheist.  What  drew  her  was  the 
Quaker  idea  that  God  is  speaking  through 
our  lives. 

When  she  was  made  aware  that  she 
had  a problem  with  alcohol,  after  a stay  in  a 
residential  facility  she  participated  in  Al- 
coholics Anonymous.  Her  vocal  ministry 
sometimes  reflected  her  stmggles. 

In  1985  Stephanie  fell  in  love  with  a 
woman,  Maegie,  the  love  of  her  life,  who 
died  soon  after  they  met.  This  experience 
of  love  and  loss  was  a major  revelation  in 
her  life,  and  she  opened  up  to  her  lesbian 
identity.  Later,  she  spoke  with  awe  about 
the  experience  of  being  loved  and  held  by 
the  Strawberry  Creek  community  through- 
out the  traumatic  experiences  of  that  time. 

After  many  years  as  an  attender, 
Stephanie  became  a member  of  Straw- 
berry Creek  Meeting  on  October  7, 1990. 
She  was  active  in  First  day  school,  served 
on  many  committees,  joined  in  Bible 
study,  and  worked  on  the  Quaker  Les- 
bian Conference.  She  is  remembered 
dancing  at  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting. 

Of  the  many  gifts  she  brought  us  we 
remember  her  rich  vocal  ministry. 
Stephanie  was  extraordinarily  weU-read. 
She  drew  on  literature,  opera,  the  Bible,  and 
especially  on  her  life  experiences  when  she 
spoke.  Her  messages  sometimes  began  in 
difficulty,  and  took  unpredictable  journeys, 
yet  she  brought  us  safely  home  with  a trea- 
sure of  spiritual  experience. 

Stephanie  was  first  diagnosed  with 
breast  cancer  in  1998.  She  chose  to  fight 
the  cancer  with  surgery,  radiation  and  che- 
motherapy. At  the  end  of  her  life  Stephanie 
gave  us  an  opportunity  to  care  for  her.  It 
took  great  courage  for  her  to  receive  our 
care,  and  to  allow  us  to  love  her.  She  told 
us  that  “whatever  happens,  it  will  be  aU 


right.”  We  wish  she  were  here,  whether  late 
or  on  time,  smoking  in  the  courtyard,  shar- 
ing her  extraordinary  messages,  and  play- 
ing with  our  children. 

Stephanie  is  survived  by  her  sister,  Jane 
Ramsey,  her  brother,  Nick  Kennedy,  and  her 
mother,  Sheila  Kennedy.  Six  months  be- 
fore she  died,  Stephanie  had  the  great  joy 
of  spending  Christmas  with  her  daugh- 
ters, her  daughter  Sara’s  partner,  John  Fuller 
(whom  she  loved  and  considered  a son-in- 
law),  and  her  three  adored  grandsons, 
Moselle,  Oscar,  and  Zane.  □ 

Rachel  Ann  Elder 

Rachel  Ann  Lusher  Elder  was  born 
in  Iowa  farm  country.  She  became  a 4- 
H girl  and  attended  state  4-H  conven- 
tions on  the  Iowa  State  University  cam- 
pus in  Ames  which  made  her  dream  of 
going  to  college.  She  later  wrote,  “This 
was  a daring  vision  for  an  Iowa  farm  girl 
in  the  days  of  the  depression.” 

At  Iowa  State  she  lived  in  a co-op 
dormitory  and  had  a part-time  job.  She 
graduated  with  a BS  in  Home  Econom- 
ics Education  in  1944.  While  still  in  col- 
lege she  married  James  C.  Elder,  an  elec- 
trical engineering  student  who  worked  in 
the  Physics  Department.  At  that  time  it 
was  unusual  to  be  married  and  a student. 
During  World  War  II  he  worked  on  a 
Physics  Dept,  research  project  in  Maryland. 

After  the  war  they  returned  to  Ames, 
where  James  received  a BS  in  Electrical 
Engineering  in  1947.  Rachel  Ann  re- 
ceived an  MS  in  Home  Management  the 
same  year 

Rachel  Ann  held  numerous  positions. 
She  taught  junior  high  school  and  nursery 
school.  For  ten  years  she  was  a researcher 
and  curriculum  developer  in  the  Psychol- 
ogy Department  of  Union  College, 
Schenectady,  NY,  and  she  developed  a reli- 
gious education  curriculum  for  two-  and 
three-year-olds  and  their  parents.. 

At  the  same  time  she  raised  six  chil- 
dren, first  three  daughters  and  then  three 
sons:  Edith  Ann,  Janet,  Rachel,  Richard, 
Gordon,  and  Ralph. 

The  family  lived  in  Chicago  and  then 
in  Urbana,  IL,  for  some  years,  and  there 
Rachel  Ann  became  a member  of  the  Ur- 
bana-Champaign  Friends  Meeting  in  1957. 
As  they  moved  West,  Rachel  Arm  taught 
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in  various  schools,  at  Pepperdine  Univer- 
sity in  Southern  California.,  and  from  the 
1970s  in  Berkeley,  California  and  the  Bay 
Area.  She  supervised  Early  Childhood 
Education  students,  administered  a 
masters  program  for  in-service  teachers, 
developed  curriculums,  operated  a family 
day  care  center,  and  was  Professor  of  Early 
Childhood  Education. 

Rachel  Ann  was  part  of  the  small 
Worship  Group  started  in  1975  which 
became  Strawberry  Creek  Meeting. 
Friends  fondly  remember  Meetings  for 
Worship  in  her  home,  and  she  was  gen- 
erous in  offering  warm  hospitality  to 
committees  and  individuals  as  the  Meet- 
ing became  too  large  to  gather  in  homes. 
She  was  an  intellectually  active  person 
and  tried  to  think  long-range  about  his- 
tory and  human  development.  She  loved 
to  discuss  Quaker  values  and  educational 
theory.  The  clerk  of  Chester  Meeting, 
where  Rachel  Ann  sojourned  while  at 
Pendle  Hill  wrote:  “Her  participation 
with  us  in  discussion  on  First  Day  often 
illumined  the  question  at  hand  and 
moved  us  forward.” 

Rachel  Ann  became  a member  of 
Strawberry  Creek  Meeting  in  1980  and 
is  remembered  particularly  for  her  love 
of  children.  In  the  late  1980s  she  joined 
those  working  on  the  First-Day  school 
curriculum  to  create  a coherent,  long- 
term proposal.  It  was  based  on  a three- 
year  cycle  organized  around  the  queries. 
Rachel  Ann  lent  her  expertise  to  develop 
suggestions  for  various  age  levels,  as  well 
as  offering  lunches  to  those  working  on 
the  project. 

In  1995  she  was  honored  at  Iowa 
State  University  where  she  had  been  a 
student  many  years  before. 

In  her  last  years  Rachel  Ann  suffered 
from  bi-polar  disease,  with  severe  bouts 
of  depression.  She  left  her  hillside  home 
for  an  assisted  living  facility.  She  did  not 
participate  in  Meeting  in  the  last  years. 
She  is  remembered  for  her  brisk,  no-non- 
sense  expression  of  her  philosophy  of  the 
importance  of  childhood  play  and  learn- 
ing in  human  development.  She  was  al- 
ways willing  to  assist  and  advise  young 
teachers  and  always  willing  to  discuss  is- 
sues concerning  them.  And,  we  don’t 
know  why,  but  she  always  wore  a butter- 
fly pin  on  her  shoulder.  □ 


Are  You  Ready 
for  Change? 

♦ The  Board  of  Friends  Bulletin  has  de- 
cided to  rename  our  magazine  Western 
Friend,  beginning  with  a special  48-page 
summer  2008  issue  (combining  June  with 
July- August). 

♦ The  new  editor  of  Friends  Bulletin/ 
Western  Friend  will  be  chosen  in  May 
2008  (see  notice  below). 

♦ The  special  summer  issue  will  welcome 
the  new  editor  and  bid  farewell  to  An- 
thony Manousos,  who  has  served  as  edi- 
tor for  12  years. 

The  summer  issue  will  highlight  im- 
portant events  and  articles  from  the  past 
12  years  and  look  forward  to  our  future 
as  a religious  community.  We  are  solicit- 
ing articles  that  address  the  following 
questions: 

1)  What  vision/hope  do  you  have  for  the 
Religious  Society  of  Friends/your  Yearly 
Meeting  in  the  upcoming  decade? 

2)  What  do  you  consider  the  most  im- 
portant events  that  have  taken  place  in 
your  Yearly  Meeting/region  during  the 
past  12  years? 

3)  What  do  you  consider  the  best/most 
meaningful  article(s)  in  Friends  Bulletin 
during  the  past  12  years? 

4)  What  changes  would  you  like  to  see  in 
our  magazine  in  the  upcoming  year(s)? 
What  concerns  would  you  like  to  see  ad- 
dressed? 

Wanted:  Friends  Bulletin  Editor 

Friends  Bulletin/Western  Friend  seeks  ap- 
plications for  editor.  Application  deadline: 
April  7.  Editor  is  responsible  for  planning 
issues,  soliciting  articles,  editing,  writing  edi- 
torials, photography,  and  layout  using  desk- 
top publishing.  S/he  is  also  responsible  for 
subscriptions,  fund  raising,  advertising,  mar- 
keting, managing  a small  business  according 
to  governmental  requirements,  and  maintain- 
ing contact  with  monthly,  regional  and  Yearly 
Meetings.  Compensation  for  salary,  office 
and  equipment  rental,  health  insurance  and 
internet/phone  is  $41,000  with  commissions 
on  ad  sales  and  special  projects  negotiable. 
Please  send  letters  of  interest  to 
RobWoodman@gmail.com,  subject  line: 
Friends  Bulletin  editor. 


Classifieds 


Quaker  Life — informing  and  equip- 
ping Friends  around  the  world.  Free 

sample  available  upon  request.  Join  our  family  of 
Friends  for  one  year  (10  issues)  at  $24.  For  infor- 
mation contact: 

Quaker  Life 
101  Quaker  Hill  Drive 
Richmond,  IN  47374 
Phone:  765-962-7573 
E-mail:  Qi^erLLfe@fum.org 
Website:  www.fum.org 

Pendle  Hill  Pamphlets 

are  timely  essays  on  many 
facets  of  Quaker  life,  thought 
and  spirituality,  readable  at  one 
sitting.  Subscribe  to  receive  six 
pamphlets/year  for  $25  (US). 
Also  available:  every 

pamphlet  published  previously  by  Pendle 
Hill,  including  recent  pamphlets  by 
Warren  Ostrom,  Marge  Abbott,  Robert 
Griswold  and  Steve  Smith.  800-742-3150 
ext.  2 or  bookstore@pendlehiU.org. 

FRIENDS  JOURNAL  is  more  than  a I 
magazine  — it’s  a ministry  of  the  written 
word.  Friends  worldwide 
find  community  in  each 
issue  full  of  award- 
winning articles,  opinions, 
poetry,  news,  and  art.  CaU 
us  toll-free  at  800-471- 
6863  and  mention  offer 
code  FB2007  to  receive  12  monthly  issues 
for  $35,  saving  42%  off  the  cover  price! 
FRIENDS  JOURNAL,  1216  Arch  St., 
2A,  Philadelphia,  PA  19107.  Visit  us  on 
the  web  at  <www.friendsjoumal.org>. 


Vintage  Books,  Quaker  Books.  Rare  and 
out-of-print  journals,  history,  religion.  Con- 
tact us  for  specific  wants.  181  Hayden  Rowe 
St,  Hopkinton,  MA  01748.  Phone:  508-435- 
3499.  Email:  vintage@gis.net. 

Shaggy  Locks  & Birkenstocks. 

Revealing  reports  on  key  chapters  in  lib- 
eral Quaker  history  and  theology.  $11.95 
The  Harlot’s  Bible.  Startling  case  stud- 
ies of  Friends  old  and  new:  Penn,  Nixon, 
Bill  Kreidler,  Elizabeth  Gray  Vining, 
more.  $14.95.  Why  God  Is  Like  A Wet 
Bar  of  Soap.  Quaker  history  and  convic- 
tions illuminated  through  short  fiction 
about  war,  peace,  love,  conflict  and  dis- 
covery. $15.95.  By  Chuck  Fager.  Ask  your 
bookseUer,  or  write:  Kimo  Press,  Box  1344, 
FayetteviUe  NC  28302.  (76  words= 
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Schools,  Retreat  Centers, 
Camps,  and  Retirement  Homes 

Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center:  Personal 
retreats,  family  reunions,  weddings,  retreats,  and 
our  own  schedule  of  Quaker  programs.  Among 
the  redwoods,  near  Santa  Cruz,  CA.  831-336- 
8333.  http;//www.quakercenter.org. 

♦*** 

Friends  House  is  a small,  multi-level  re- 
tirement community  in  the  Redwood  coun- 
try north  of  San  Francisco.  Operated  by  the 
Friends  Association  of  Services  for  the  Eld- 
erly, it  maintains  individual  garden  apart- 
ments and  houses,  assisted  living,  and  skilled 
nursing  facilities.  A California  Continuing 
Care  Retirement  Community,  Friends  House 
has  strong  Quaker  values:  simplicity,  indepen- 
dence, peace,  and  optional  daily  worship.  Visit 
our  website  atwww.friendshouse.org  CCRC/ 
RCFE  license  #496801929.  Friends  House, 
684  Benicia  Drive,  Santa  Rosa,  CA  95409 
707-538-0152.2. 

William  Penn  House  & Washington 
Quaker  WoRKCAMPS.  Quaker  Center  on 
Capitol  HiU  offers  worship,  hospitality,  meet- 
ing space,  workcamp  opportunities  for 
youth,  peace  studies  and  other  seminars 
for  educators  and  students  of  all  ages. 
http://www. WmPennHouse.org, 
mailto:info@WmPennHouse.org.  202- 
543-5560.  515  East  Capitol  St  SE, 
Washington,  DC  20003. 

**** 

Positions  Vacant:  William  Penn 
House  & Washington  Quaker 
WoRKCAMPS.  Program AVorkcamp  intern- 
ship and  Hospitality  internship,  both  full 
time.  Register  and  greet  guests,  work  with 
workcamps,  peace  studies  and  international 
program  seminars.  Become  an  intern  and  truly 
experience  Washington.  Stipend,  room  and 
board  and  health  insurance. 
http:www.WmPennHouse.org, 
mailto:info@WmPennHouse.org.  202-543- 
5560.  515  East  Capitol  St  SE,  Washington, 
DC  20003. 

Wellsprings  Friends  School: 
alternative,  accredited  high  school  grades  9- 
12,  non-residential.  “A  climate  of  affirmation” 
rooted  in  the  Quaker  spirit  of  community, 
nonviolence,  honoring  the  Light  in  every 
person.  3590  W 18th  Avenue,  Eugene,  OR 
97402.  For  more  information,  visit 
www.wellspringsfriends.org,  or  call  541-686- 
1223. 


• Friends  high  school  in- 
tensive 

• Interdependent  studies 
of  peace,  justice  & 
sustainability 

• Project-based  learning 

• Living  in  Quaker  com- 
munity 

• Extensive  service-learn- 
ing trips 

Call  530-273-3183  to  find  out  more 
www.woolman.org 

Friends  Music  Camp — summer  pro- 
gram for  ages  10-18,  held  at  Olney 
Friends  School,  Barnesville,  Ohio.  Parent 
comment:  “A  profound,  life-changing  ex- 
perience.” Camper  comment:  “Awesome!” 
www.friendsmusiccamp.org.  Phone:  937- 
767-1311.  musicfmc@yahoo.com. 

Semces 

Friends  planning  to  move  can  request 

ASSISTANCE  FROM  DaVID  BrOWN,  A 
Quaker  Realtor.  David  wiU  refer  you  to  a 
real  estate  professional  to  assist  you  with  buy- 
ing and/or  selling  a house  anywhere  in  the  USA. 
Email:  Davidhbrovm@mindspring.com. 

Quaker  Commercial  Realtor 

specializing  in  income  property  sales  and  1031 
replacements  nationally.  Call  Allen 
Stockbridge,  JD,  CCIM  at  877-658-3666. 

Tours  and  Opportunities 

Consider  a Costa  Rica  Study  Tour 

Visit  the  Quaker  community  of  Monteverde. 
See  the  cloud  forest  and  two  oceans.  Write 
Sarah  Stuckey,  Apdo  46-5655,  Monteverde, 
Costa  Rica.  Phone/FAX-  011-506-645-5436  or 
937-728-9887  or  Email:  crstudy@racsa.co.cr. 
Website:  www.crstudytours.com. 


Calendar 


Mar  28-30:  Interfaith  Peacemaking. 
Building  bridges  of  understanding,  deepen- 
ing spiritual  connections,  cooperating  for 
peace  and  justice.  Anthony  Manousos,  Jew- 
ish and  Muslim  leaders.  Ben  Lomond 
Quaker  Center  (quakercenter.org). 

April  11-13;  The  Ecology  of  Qijaker 
Center.  Finding  the  Divine  among  the  red- 
woods. David  Forbes,  Margaret  Willits. 


Wolf  Creek  Commons  is  a developing  co- 
housing  community  in  Grass  Valley,  California 
(Sierra  Nevada  foothills).  Wolf  Creek  borders 
our  forested  site  which  is  within  easy  walking 
distance  of  public  transportation,  markets  and 
other  stores.  A vibrant  intergenerational 
community,  we  welcome  children.  Expected 
move-in,  fall  2008.  530-478-5778. 

www.wolfcreekcommons.org. 

Redwood  Forest  Friends  Meeting 
SEEKS  Resident  Friend(s)  starting 
summer  or  early  autumn  of 2008.  Private  liv- 
ing quarters  provided.  Located  60  miles 
north  of  San  Francisco  and  25  miles  from  Pa- 
cific Ocean.  Write  to: 

Resident  Friend  Liaison,  Post  Office  Box 
1831,  Santa  Rosa,  CA  95402;  or,  email 
avboone@sonic.net  and  pwh@sonic.net 

Join  the  Fellowship  of  Quakers  in 
THE  Arts  ($25/year),  and  share  your  work 
with  Friends  in  our  exciting  quarterly.  Types 
& Shadows.  Seeking  short  fiction  8c  non- 
fiction, poetry,  drawings,  B8cW  photos,  and 
news  of  Quaker  art.  Help  create  a new  chapter 
in  Quaker  history!  More  info;  FQA,  1515 
Cherry  St,  Philadelphia,  PA  19102.  Email 
submissions  OK.  fqa@quaker.org 
www.quaker.org/ fqa. 

Consider  the  Arizona  Friends  Com- 
munity FOR  YOUR  NEXT,  OR  YOUR  SECOND, 
HOME.  360  degree  mountain  views,  4,000  ft 
elevation,  often  near-perfect  weather,  among 
good  friends.  Write  Roy  Joe  and  Ruth  Stuckey, 
6567  N San  Luis  Obispo  Drive,  Douglas,  AZ 
85607.  Website:  arizonafriends.com. 


Concerned (Singles 

links  compatible,  socially  conscious  singles 
who  care  about  peace,  social  justice, 
diversity,  gender  equity,  and  the  health  of 
the  planet. 

Nationwide /Canada. 

All  ages.  Since  1984. 

FREE  sample:  Box  444 -FB, 

Lenox  Dale,  AAA  01242 

413-243-4350  or  www.concernedsingles.com 


2008  AdI'T.rtising  Rates:  $.47 per  word 
yor  CLASSIFIED  ADS.  Minimum  charge,  $9. 
Box  ads:  10%  extra.  Ads  should  be  prepaid, 
if  possible.  Deadline:  six  weeks  prior  to 
publication.  Display  ADS:  $16  per  column 
inch.  ^4 page  ad  (4  x 4V2):  $97 — 1 column 
ad (2¥2  xlO):  $139 — 2 column  ad (5  x 10): 
$239— ‘/2 page  ad  (7V4  x 4A):  $169— Full 
page  (7V2  X 10):  $299.  Discounts:  10% 
for  3 consecutive  appearances,  25%  for  10 
consecutive  appearances  of  ad. 


This  Summer  at  Pendle  Hill 


Arts  & Spiritualify 


June  29-Ju!y  3 
Discoveries  in 
Paper  and  Clay 

with  Joyce  Nagata 


Spiritual  Retreats 

with  Nancy  Bieber 


July  13-17 

Spiritual  Discernment: 
Noticing  Cod's  Nudges 

July  20-24 

Practicing  Prayer  Today: 
An  invitation 


Body  and  Spirit 

June  27-29 

Qi  Cong:  Powerful,  Simple  Self-Care 

with  Kevin  D.  Greene 

July  11-13 

Spiritual  Awakening 
through  Authentic 
Movement 

with  Sam  Workeneh 


July  27-31 

Bless  This  Body:  Nurturing 
Right  Relationship  from  Within 

with  Valerie  Brown  (Inder  Kaur) 


July  13-17 

Exploring  the  Art 
of  Mosaic 

with  Carol  Sexton 


July  6-10 

Sound-tracking 
Our  Lives 

with  David  Roth 


July  20-24 

Deep  Calling  Deep: 
Imaging  Your  Life  Story 
with  June-Etta  Chenard 

July  27-31 

Make  Your  Spirit  Visible 
through  Painting 

with  Helen  David  Brancato 


August  3-7 

Telling  Our 
Stories 

with  Allan  Brick 


August  3-7 

Awakening  imagination  for 
Transformation 

with  Hector  Aristizabal 


Quakerism  Weekend 

July  25-27 

Inquirers'  Weekend: 

Basic  Quakerism 

with  Eileen  Flanagan  and 
Barry  Scott 


Want  to  take  seyeril  workshops  and  retreats? 
Apply  for  our  Sumnier  Term,  June20-August  2 


Pendle  Hill 

A QUAKER  CENTER  FOR  STUDY  AND  CONTEMPLATION 
338  Plush  Mill  Road  • Wallingford,  PA  19086 

www.pendlehill.oi^ 


For  more  information  on  these 
and  other  programs,  contact 

registrar@pendlehill.org 
or  call  ext.  3 at 

800.742.3150  or  610.566.4507 


Brushes  © 2002  Leif  Skoogfors;  Potting  ® 2002  Melanie  Weidner 


